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THE CHARMING FELLOW, 
Sung by Mrs. Wilſon, in the dgrecable Curprixe 


"ORD, what care I for mam or dad * 

By Why let them ſcold and bellow ; 
for while I live I'll love my lad, 

He's ſuch a charming fellow. 


The laſt fair-day, on 5 

The youth he danc d ſo w 

So ſpruce a lad was never — 
AK my ſweet Charming en, . 
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„ he fair was over, night was come, 
Ih be lad was ſomewhat mellow: T 
* Ba s he, my dear, I'll ſee you home, 

„ I thank'd the charming fellow. 


. N 
We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone bright, 
Says pe, my ſweeteſt Nello, 
T'11 kiſs you here by this good light. 

Lord, what a charming fellow ! 7. 
Fou rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp'd my breath Di 
3 Ye bells ring out my knell-o; | 

Again I'd die io ſweet a death 
. ſuch a charming fellow. | Ye 
— —ů— Le 
S O NG. 
The CHOICE SPIRITS. Fre 
Tune, Stand round my brave boys. He 
1T round, my brave boys, and aſſiſt | my bad 
voice, £1 W 
As loud to the world I declare, _ By 
While a bumper can flow, that we'll ne'er ceaſe-t to 
ſhew Nei 
TA How joyous the choice ſpirits are, &c. 
| TH The ſoldier muſt arm at the trumpet's alarm, : No | 
= AN. For battle he's bid to prepare; , - 
Ale our foes puts to roit, we the bottle put about, | Wit 
8 To ſhew what choice * e, 0H, 


ad 


The 


1 


The bucks the town yields, and the bucks of the | 
fields, , 
Who are chacing the harlot or hare, 
No more riſques would purſue, but the bottle keep 
in view, 
Did they hunt where the choice ſpirits are, &c. 


The prude that pretends, that a man's touch offends, 


And to die an old maid will declare ; 


Did ſhe take a glaſs of this, ſhe would ne'er take 


amiſs, 
To try what the choice foirit are, &c. 


Ye love-fick poetic, ye poets dramatic, 
Ye buſkins who tragedy tear ; 
Leave the paper-waſting art, quit each rant, and 
each ſtart, 
And as choice ſpirits act if you dare, &c. 


From the tutor got free, alamode a Pare, 
See the fop with bis puff powder'd hair, 
He'd his looking glass torſake, if to drinking he'd 
take, | 
And come where the choice ſpirits are, Kc. 


By no party perplex'd, wit and wine is our text, 
Love and friendſhip then form up the ſquare 

Neither int'reſt old or new, neither gypſy or Jew, 
Come under the choice ſpirits care, &c. 


No more I'II rehearſe, but I'll here end my Wale 
Tho' it is on a ſuhject ſo rare: 
Wi a bumper before us, we'll ſing in full chotin, 
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The e ond Piri we arſe &c. e. 1 
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M name's Ted Blarney, I'll be bound, 


TC a 1 -4 


| Aud man and boy upon this round, | v4 
1 Puli tweety years I've beat my round, 
. - Crying, Vanxball warch.“ 
A Ar d.as that time's a liitle mort ; — 
1 With ſome ſmall folks that here feſort; : 
by To, be ſure I have not had ſome. port, | 
if Crying, Vauxhall watch. ; 
3 Oh! of f pretty wenehes dteſb'd 0 übt, : 
. And maccaronies, What a fight * 
1 Of a moon-light morn. I've bid 14550 abe, 
3 ; Cry ing, Vauxhall Watch. l ages # 
4 e d Fr, i oh 8 
4 | eld bo 
1 # AE vICar and $0528.) TT: 
A r the ſign of the horſe; old Spintext of courſe, 
= A Each night took his pipe and his Fot, . 
1 Ober a jorum of nap hy, . 
. A | Quite" e and r was plac” d this canoni- 
1 , cal ſo ke I 

TS EE fo del. deral ide, diget. 
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The b Was Fry beg an © came the oi, 
Mith teverenge due, and ſobmiſſion; 1 4 
ie ſtrok A his cravat, then twirl'd round his hat, 
And bowing, prefe;'d his petition. 

oe I'm 
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That the corpſe, ipow. or rain, can's endanger, 


But perhaps you or . may take cold. SE | 1 


[ 7 ] e 7 
I'm come, Sir, ſays he, to beg, d'ye ſee, 
Of your reverend worſhip and glory, 
To inter a poor baby, with as much ipeed as may be 
And I'll walk with a lanthorn before you. 


The body we'll bupy , but pray where? s the hurry ? 
Why lord, Sir, the corpſe it does ſtay ! 

You fool, hold your peace, fince miracles ceaſe, 
A corpſe, Moſes, can't run away. 


Then Moſes, he nila, 47 Sir, a ſmall child, 
Cannot delay your intentions; 

W that's true, by St. Paul, a child that is ſmall, 

Can never vers ob its dimenſions, 


* 


Bring Moſes ſ ſome beer, and bring me ſpots q ye 
hear? | 
I hate to be call'd from my liquor, | 
Come, Moſes, the King, tis a icandalous thing, 
Such a ſubjeQ ould be but a Wien | 


Then Moſes he poke. Sir, tis 12 twelee 0 clock, 
Beſides there's a terrible ſnowr: 

Why Moſes, you elf, ſince the clock has fruck 

twelve, 51 

I'm {ure it can never ſtrike 3 more. ; 7 


Beſides, my dear friend, this jeſſon attend, „ 
Which to ſay and to {wear 1'!) be bold, 319 


that's plain, 5 1 
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ben Moſes went on,; din the clock has ſtruck one ! 

Pray maſter: look up at the band, | 

by apr er can ſtrike lefs,?tis a folly to preſs 
man for: to. go—that. can't ſtand. 


At length hat and cloak, old orthodox took, 
But firſt cramm d his jaw \ Kick a quid; 5 

Each tipt off a gill, for fear they ſhould chill, 
And then ſtagger'd away fide by fide, | 


nt 


When come to the grave, the clerk bend a avs, 


Whilſt the ſurplice was wrapp'd round the Prieſt, 
Whilſt ſo droll was the figure, of Moſes and Vicar, 
* hat. the . ill talk of the jeſt. 
Good people ler? s pray, put the corple t other way, 
Or perchance I ſhall over it ſtumble, _ 


Tis belt to take care, tho? the ſages declare, 


A mortuum . 225 can * Nen a is 


: Woman W born of man, | that 8 | wrong, the 


leaf'storn, 2 8 K 1 
Oh! man that is IN at's a woman, 


Can't continue an hour, but's cut down like a PERCY 


Tou 1 Moſes —death ſpareth no man! 


4 44011 371 14 


| gene Moſes, do look, To Tad Seed book, 


Sure the letters are .tarn'd upſide down, ry 


Such a ſcandalous print, ſure the devil is in t. 


That This 57 N i print for the crown. 


e. 81 
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5 5 Priihee, Moſes, 105 A for T cannot proced, 
"I "Bury, the corpſe in my 2815 : 


(Amen, Amen. 12 «26273 


922 9401 * i > 1. F E 1 Why 


So 


le 
Ip Moſes you're. wrong, pray hold ſtill 76 


You' ve taken the tail for the hav: a 


O where's thy ſting, death put the corpſe in the 
Ca! th, A 
For, believe me, 'tis terrible weather. 


So the corpie was interr'd without praying a word, 45 
* And away they both ſtagger d together. 1 
an "$i; tol derol, Sc. 1 
en, e 1 
25 — — — — ä — wy 1 
0 Tong by Mr, Da, in the hai * en | 4 
| 44S 
| Y 
2 8 you mean to fer fail for the lad of delight, ” 
the And in wedlock's ſoft hammocks to ſwing 1 
FG: inns ey H nighe, A 
RB If you hope that your voyage focciliful ſhould prove, 7 
wer, Fill your jails with enen ag cabbin with ove 0 
ok, Let) your heart, like the Salagiah, be eyer u 1 3 
$ And the Union you boaſt like our tackle be 9 5 4 
E Of the ſhoals of Indiff rence be ſure to keep clear, a ö 
: And the quickſands of jealouſy never come near. 
3 And the nt, dee. 
a If nend eber - hope to o live peaceable lives, © Bal 29 
They muſt reckon themſelves, give the helm. te 
Why : their wives; FOR. IR De 
I Por the evener we go, boys, the better we fail, ME 
And on p- and the helm is ſtill rul d 2 the al 1 
<K, 3 =O ; 
wy” 4 * | * . * * 
. — 3 
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WE Erben un td your pilot, my ys and be wile; 
If my err you ſcorn, and my maxims deſpiſe, 
A brace of proud antlers your brows may adorn, 


And a hundred to one but you double Cape Horn, 
| And a hundred, & cl 
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LAL ron. 
Jolly Jack tar, but @ little while ins, 
| As arunk as a beggar, as bold as a prince, 
"el foul.of. an alehoyle,. and thought it a fin, + 
by pals w without an ſo went roaring in. 
( Perry dee, ge 


f 3 12 4 6 "He fac had ſet 4. tw he landfort 
1 * x (6.70) a | 817 on Fame by, ts 1 
SF With pudding: — beck whichat tracted bis oy 1 
= 2 5 Me head a ſail, Ja ck leapt from bis 


One be 4.+.4 
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—— And; graſpiog-kis cndgel, god enders for pe 
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12 21 30439 nn on 0 
" Now is happes's beben ten Frenchmen were 
* i - 3%, AF bk 5 IS 


Reſolving ſoup = oe and frogs to for IK 
_ Convine'd of their, error, they: rde 1 


3 reſt end ſory WN aint, Engliſh tale. 
Dem own, &c. 
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„ 
At the heels of the landlord, Jack quickly 2 
cars, 
And 445 the room echo with three Britiſh cheers; 
Then fat him elf down, without any debate, 
And whipt his old quid on his next neighbour's 
plate. 5 
as mot deen Derry down, Ke 
: {6 360 3 EAA nn 
Na 3 Tock 5 poffeſt of a place) NA 
Than thinking it needlels to wait for the Face, 
In ſpite of their whiſpers, theiſtout Engliſh thief, 
Firit FOOT the e then boarde the beef. 


| Derry down, &C. 
Now nothing could equal the, Prenchmens ſur- Ee 


priſe, 


They st up UA ſhoulders," and tar'd 110 


% 


their eyes, 


From one went a hal! from 1 bend u 1 
their landlord 34 


Tbey look'd at their landlord, 


them . 


4 


advice, 
Made a ſneaking attempt to eome in br a, Fee; 
But Jack cut his fingers, and gave him a check i ” 


Crying: down with your arms, or Þll ſoon Clear 


the deck. 
1 5 19.3 Deny dowi Roe? 
oh 42 21 1 71 0 


Ai 3 to EIN” all the 1 unite, 
Each eie on N ORs for a e ; | 


C or 


j © 
* I 0 
4 
*4 _Pt* 1 
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b cl Derry denn, ke. 
One more woll aa the: re; y bu. bectbrenss 
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ia Þ 
o. quartere, ſay Jack, I would have you not 


thin 
So ſtrike you Coup! e Wan Avike, or you 
fink. - 


Venta iron ett av + 1,7 OP down, cc. 


Tel landlord; beholding, approach'd from afar, 
And, ſneaking behind, ſeiz d the hands of the tar; 
I've got him, ſays he, but he ſcarce could fa 


more, 
2 85 11 found: his dull pate, where his heels were 
ö pains 1:3 | L 
AB Av; 1 1 Derry down, &c. 
| Aden gere Jack flouriſh'd his rruſty old 
; I 8 5 ttic 


And lay on ths broadſi les ſo faſt as 10 thicx: 

1 ; 5 Hie fo well play 'd his part in a minute, that four 

5 22 * ſpraying Soy; with ahelr hoſt on the floor. 
we 4 Bp Gt eee 10 36, | . down, &c. 


Tbde ml. being giſmay'd at their countrymens 

| fate, 

Fach bearing Jack's ſtick would light on his 
8 pate, 

. Son. yielded ki mi victor, and lors of the main, - 
| Wau babies enen to bar der flais. 
ral eib 27 Derr cownz nel 
wa which be conſented, but order'd that they 
Dor the beef, and on. pudding, and porter ſhould 
mJ 1c b © papigit = "8 8221 G7 | 18 . 
e e , e Sd 
Still whooping and crying, down, down with the 
23 Freuch. 8 A Derry down, &c. 
5 SONG. 
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Cantata. 


Neci tative. 


8 1 Filbert Nan with roguiſh eye, 
A Along the ſtreets her cracking ware did cry, 
Two chairmen, who a dift'rent nation boaſt, 
The Cambrian mountains, and Hibernia's coaſt, 
Made for the fair, of Herculean form, | 
Long time had ſtrove the frozen laſs to warm; 
Soon as the dear-loy'd object they deſcry'd, 
They left their chairs, to gain her, once more try'd. 
Firlt Dermot ſilence broke in worda like theſe 5 _ 
He hop'd in vain the nut-brown maia to-pleaſe. 


ali. 


age we my rages *. 


His 1 who had hither to ſtood ute; 
Next boldly ven- ur'd to prefer has ſuit; | , 
With viſage pale as butter-miik, or whey, 
In 'mouratul ditty thus was heard to ſay, 


1 tA 


Patrick's day in the morning.) 


Arrah! my honey, my dear, and my FOOTY 
I love you far better than nothing at MY 
If you reſolve to remain always cruel, 
ſure it will coſt me a fall. 
Then take me, my ſweet one, into your 0 
Be after conſenting, III call you my wife; 
I'll make you a lady to wear filk and laces," - 
And ride in a chair all the days of your life. 
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AIR, 
(OF a noble race aas Shenkin.) 
Tear Nanny, lof'ly creature, 
All other maids exceeding, 
Thro' Cupid's ſnare, and ſad deſpair, 
See how hur heart is pleeding. 
In kindneſs ſhew ſome pity, 
On poor unton Llheavelltn ; 
Or elſe hur fears, hur fighs and tears, 
Will p:ing her to Feth's twelling. 


' Recitative, * 


With tofs'd up noſe, and hands on both her ſides, * 


She ſtights their offers, and their pains derides : 
Proud of thoſe charms for Which the lover dies 


She ſnaps her fingers, and exulting cries. 


AI 


7 WA x6 94 , ' AIRa" y 


* 


1 run the man that I love, &c.) | 1 
From ſuch Jubbers as yon:mytheart UN defend, 


To leeks and potatoes will ne'er condeſcend; 


'Then plague me no longer, for glim padding Jaca 


Recitativo. FE; 


e, when lo a youth appear'ds. 
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(A cobh 
Pop! 
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prov! 
«© Then e 


«a To wor 


This buxec 
Tho' ſcem 
And at pu 
So dext*rc 


Father La 
Who loy*« 
With true 
To eat up 


*. * 


8 \ 


AIR. 


(Colinet.) 


On yon bulk behold them laid. 
Gentle Morpheus! lend thy aid. 
Keep the watch from coming there, 


To diſturb the happy pair; 


we 


Stealing pleaſures while they can, 
Wes ſo bleit as "I nog Nan 7 


43 FC" — 


0 b ad was and he lies di in a a fall, Ke.) 


Popiſh old dame to her handmaid thus cry'd, 
„ Now Chriſtmas is coming, Wench, we muſt 


provide; 


Then early, to-morrow, I'd have von begin, 
To work very hard with the new Rolling pin.“ 
Derry daun, down, down, 'derry doaun. 


This buxom young jade, as reported by fame, / 
Tho” ſeemingly virtuous, was fond of that ſame ; 
And at puddings and pyes th 
So dext'rous was Do at wack new nee AR 
1 denon, 8 . 


Father Lanwvrendd a monk of the Fave lin a6, 7 

Who lov'd carnal worſhip much better 

With true Gallic freedom unbidden herd in, 

To eat up the fruits of 19 nen Rall . 
ö N . 175 
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n NEW ROLLING iu. 
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1 16 1 
To the kitchen then hied this ſanctified ſinner, 
Where Doll was preparing a paſty for dinner; 
And eyeing her o'er, Child,“ ſays he, with a grin 
„ ſee you can handle a good Rolling-pin.” 
Derry down, &c, 


So charming a morſel re ſolving to taſte, | 
He told her he'd teach her to make the 5% paſte ; 


Then taking a kiſs, chuck'd her under the chin, 


And ſaid he would ſhew her a Church Rolling pin. 
em Derry down, &C. 


Then down on the dreſſer his pupil he laid, 
And having with rapture fove's altar ſurvey'd, 


The fleſh and the devil prevail'd o'er the tin, 
He kneaded her dough with his own Rolling fin, 


Derry down, &c. 


YOUNG BOBBY WAS A BARBERS BOY. 


XN 7 OUNG Bobby was a barber's boy, 
Brown Betty was the houſhold maid ; 
They each wcre fond to kiſs and toy, 
And often on the bed they play'd : 


Bob's Maſter ſaw, and loudly ſwore 


Their happineſs he would delay, 
Call'd him a rogue, and Bet a whore, 
And vow'd to turn them both away. 


One afternoon, by love beguil'd, 
Io Betty's chamber Bobby ſtray d; 


3 


He 


He foun. 
Began 
Ah'! do 

The u 
You mak 
'But Bc 


Scarce hi 
And i 
When lo 
To thr 
Poor Bab 
And ci 
Both ran 
- At the 


Y. HE 
cor 

Yet if he 
And thou; 
He was or 


And his li 


Te 

He found the damſel there, and ſmil'd, 

. 'Began to coax and kiſs the maid : 

Ah! do not, do not, deareſt Bob, 
The unoffending damſel cry'd 

You make my very heart to throb, 
'But Bobby would not be deny'd. 


Scarce had he pain'd what was his aim, 
And ſunk within her arms, | 
When lo! the cruel maſter came 
To throw a piſs-pot o'er her charms, , 
Poor Bab and Betty quickly roſe, 
And curſt the tyrant in their ire, 
Both ran with ſpeed to dry their cloaths, - 
At the next tap-houſe friendly fire. 
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THE WONDERFUL OLD MAX. 


WHERE was an old man, and though it's not 14 
common, | n . 
Yet if he ſaid true, he Mas born of a woman 
And though its incredible, yet I've been told, N 
He was once a mere infant, but age made him old, „ 
Age made him old, age made him old. Be” 
He was once a mcer infant, but age &c, 
Whene'er he was hungry he long'd for ſome meat, 
And if he cou'd get it, twas ſaid he wou'd eat; 
When thirſty, he'd drink, if you gave him a pot, 

And his liquor moſt commonly ran down his throat. 


51 | He 


* 
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18 

He ſeldom, or never, cou'd fee without light, 

And yet I've been told he cou'd hear in the might ; 
He has oft been awake in the day-time 'tis ſaid, | 
And has fallen aſleep as he lay in his bed. 


Tis reported his tongue always mov'd when he 


talk'd, 
And he ſtirr4 bock his arme and his legs when he 
| walk'd; 
And his pale was {0 odd, bad. you feen him „ you'd 
bur nas * is WA 
For one leg or t'other wou'd dux. be firſt, | 00 


His face was che oddeft thas cer. wos en r rol 
For if *twas not waſh'd' it was ſeldom — 
He ſhew'd moſt his teeth when he happen ' d to grin, 
And his 8 ſtood Eben! twixt his noſe and his 
Chin n 


When this „indes cha had a river to paſs, 

If he cou'd not get oer, he'd + ſay where he was; 
*Tis ſaid he ne'er ventur'd to quit the dry ground, 
Yet fo great was his Iuck that he ne verwas drown'd. 


Among other ſtrange things that beſel this ggod 


yeoman, 
He was married, poor ſoul, and is — was E 
vwoman. 11551 ZV On Da. 
And ualeſs by that liar, ſc F —_ we're beguil'd, 
We uy —_— affirm he wasnever withs chiid. 


19501 5 „% 311 

At laſt he fell ſick, as old chronicles tell, 
Andithen, as folks ſaid, he was not very well. 
But what is more range, in ſo weak a dn} 
As he cou'd not {ot feos, be en get no phyſician; 


* | What 


What wc 
Was occa 
But peace 
Had he 1 


OM 
+ Being 


INCE 

A wc 
When ac 
And was 
conte 


Her form 
She was b 
ſhoul; 

She could 
could 
And her 1 
walk, 
When ſhe 
(So cunnir 


If ſhe foun 
So great w 


Old maxim 
And knew 

It is odd yo 
Nothing tr 


8 A WOe 5 


hs. 4 


oo wv 


4 "3 
What wonder he died, yet, tis ſaid, that his death 
Was occaſion'd at laſt by the want of his breath: 
But peace to his bones, which in aſhes now moulder, 
Had he liv'd a ”y e he'd been a day older. 


AY 3350 9: 0 N G. 
THE WOxDERFUL OLD WOMAN, 


2 an Anfaver to the Wonderful Old Man, 


INCE a Wonderful Man I find is uits common, 
A wonderful tale Ill relate of 1 Woman; ; 
When a child, ſhe was counted an infant, tis hinted, 
And was always beſt 1 warty whet the ſeem'd moſt 
contented. \. 1 r mad 


Her form Was moſt ſtrange, for; as ft is told us, 5 
She was born with a. head that was e on 0s 
ſhoulders; 
She. could ſee with her eyes, with her tongue the 
could talk, 


And her legs always moy'd- en * Wpern's to 


walk. 


* 


When ſhe 5 herſelf cold, ſhe Sa Ba. Sobre. 
(So cunning was ſhe) to be plac' 4 by the fire; 

If ſhe found it too hot (it is true What I-ſay) 

So great was her ſenſe, th would move quite away. 


Old maxims ſhe had a great ſtore ; in Sor 0 
And knew when ſhe went firſt, ſhe was never behind; 
It is odd you will. ſay, but *twas certainly ſo; 


Nothing troubled her mind buy mag fortunes and | 


37 Wos. 
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In the morning, ſhe always got up when ſhe roſe, s loud we 
Nor ever look'd naked, when cover'd with A broadſi 
cloaths! | 

She'd an arm to each leg, and, ſtrange to relate, Phe What's 


She had fingers and toes to her hands and her feet, With mu 
gut better C 


Having paſs'd through this life in a manner un- All hand 


common, : 
When dead ſhe was filent, altho' an old woman! With gold a 
But the ſtrangeſt event happen'd after her death, The ladie 
To the grave ſhe was carry'd, and quite out of Put Engliſh 
breath. | When pri 
g eee | F Vhat's got 
1 With ſwe 
18 1 N * 8 i . \nd then, 
| Sung by Mr. F TT pet 
\OME, buſtle, buſtle, drink about, 
And let us merry be, 
Our cann is full, well pump it out, 
154 ther all hands to ſea, 1 
And a failing we will 70. = 8 
Fire Miſs at dancing- ſchool is taught, . il baz . 
The minuet to tread, | pho " Rod 
But we £ better when we've. W Th * 
e re-tack to catchead, mM . MI 
The Jockey call'd to horſe, 10 none, e e Ry 
„„ ‚ the race, ESTIETTG e 
But ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe, > = 
When we are giving VVV Truth, 
| When bern! int ſhouts the foreſt rend,- LEES I Let the 
His pack the buntſman cheats ; e r 


A 


1 ö 

\s loud we hollow when we ſehd 44 0 
A broadſide to Monſieurs. „ 
The What's their names, at uproar ſquall, | + 5 


With muſic fine and ſoft, 
gut better ſounds our Boatſwain's call, 
All hands all hands aloft! 


Vith gold and ſilver ſtreamers fine 
The ladies rigging ſhew, 
But Engliſh ſhips much grander ſhine, 
When prizes home we tow. 


Vhat's got at ſea we ſpend on ſhore, 
With ſweethearts or our wives ; 
nd then, my boys, hoiſt ſale for more, 
Thus paſs the ſailors lives. | OE 
| And a ſailing we will go. 
 — — ————o0>—Oo—_——_—_—_— ——— ́⁵⸗-ahlk 
. 
| In the Duenna. | ; 
fo The days when I was young ! jt 
: When I laugh'd in fortune's ſpight, 
T.alk'd of love the whole day long, =_ 
And with nectar crown'd the night, 
Then it was, ald father care, | 
Little reck'd I of thy frown ; 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reſt a bumper drown. ,- _ 
| 7255 O the days, Fe, 
Truth, they ſay, lies in a well; 
Why I vow I ne'er could fee, © 
Let the water drinkers tell. 55 
, There it always lay for me. 
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L 225] 
For when ſparkling wine went round, 
Never ſaw I falſhood's maſk ; 
But ſtill the honeſt truth I found 
In the bottom of each flaſk. | 
g | O the days, Ee. He then { 
True at length my vigour's flown, 5 8 
I have years to bring decay; To let hi; 
Few the locks that now I own, f 
And the few I have are grey. 


But thus 
Your pole 


Yet, old qerome, thou may ſt boaſt, 5 With ſmi 
While thy ſpirits do not tre, Þ Said the 

Still beneath thy ageꝰs froſt | jee 

Glows a ſpark of youthful fire. With tony 

| ab O the days, &c, an 


Thro' tall 


-b 


Soon takin 


8 'D: N . : : Where he 
- od: And ſoon 


POOR PUFF. Pull'd out 


Tune, rend war. =Y EN 


Lively young barber, an amorous ines. 3 ug lod th: 
Miſs Stitchwell, by moon-light, once met in Pefi'd he 


the Park, 
Between whom a tete-a- tete ſoon did begin, 
Young F * much defiring to ſick his pale in 


tler down, down, down, derry down. 


Her eyes he fr fore like /harp nexers had ſhorn 
ELD him forlorn, 


Bu: Abel. ba 


E 


But thus ſhe made anſwer, oh fie, Johnny, tie, 
Y our pole, I proteit, you ſhall ne'er ſtick in my — 
Down, down, Oc. 


He then ſwore like /oap in hot water he dwindled, 
For love had within his poor breaſt a flame kindled ; 
He ne'er could be happy unleſs he could win her 
To let him beat up nature's lather within her. 
Down, down, &c. 


With ſmiling, and ſmirking, and wantonly leering, 


Said ſhe, you young men are quite full of your 
jeering, 


Wich tongues fmooth as hones, too, your: Too 


6. and lie, 
Thro? ee tho none hall bear ſuds up in my 
Down, down, He, 


Soon taking the hint, to a bench he ſtrait led her, 
Where he with her linen then partly o'erſpread her, 
And ſoon Mr. Puff, to end well this odd matter, 
Pull'd out his _— and in haſte let fly at her, 

7 | Down, down Oe. 


be endur'd it with eaſe, hot it made him the puffer, 

And ſay, he ne'er bather'd a beard that was taugher 3 
vet as it had turn'd his 7000“ s edge, ſhe once more 
in Deſir'd he n 5 it, ay then lather oer — 


* Her down down, Ge. 
T' effect which his fakp-balls ſhe ſqueez'd, but in 


He could not make /uds, in her 3% 


hich made her exclaim, to poor P * diſ 
honour. — 


blick. bia of wood might ; as well lie upon her. 
Down, down, Oc. 
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Says ſhe, ſuch a trimmer as you I ne'er felt, 

Your rell of pomatum ſo quickly does melt, 

Your c:/#ere ſoon drain'd too, and cect therefore uſe - 
lefs, — 


A Weaving frame I might as well have that's Juice- | 4 EY 
| leis | A 
In my down, down, Cc. ere was 

OY: | | gu! 


— Ä —— This | 
$2 oa 'T here 
N. Font ant 
Four an 
3 06ER AND Jo AN. und there 
x A8 cold, and young Roger had leave from And fide 
; the *fquire $5 Ms 
To cleave ſome cry weod to recruit his wife's fire: FE 1 
When at ev'ry blow, from his ſtomach there broke Phan ag 
A hem, ora hah, near as loud as the ſtroke, 5 
By ' ; Darry down, Kc. a bur a, 
His wiſe « tanding by by, and demanding the reaſon, * e 
Quoth Hodge,theſe emiſſions in labouring eaſe one, 2 
For while voice and. members at. once thus em- Aud tan 
pe d are, 7 
I drive the wedge farther, and make the ſlit wider. i a 
Attentive Joan heard, and was Gent till night, Four an 
When Roger perſorming the conjugal right, here was 
In the midſt of the rapturous amorous game, and c 
She pinch'd him and pulPd/him, and bid . ay Coblers 
m4 Four an 
Hodge knew what ſte meant, but ale to gite | 


Four an 


A comfort fo long as his Wife could receive 3 
He cry'd, my dear jewel I can no more hem in, 
Toe 5 ne you BLOG: -berween cleaving And 


E 

FOUR and TWENTY FIDLERS. =_ = 

A COMIC MEDLEY. —— 

5 | Sung by Mr. Edwin. ö 1 


OU and twenty fidlers ali in a row, 
| Four and twenty fidlers, & e. _ 
nere was fiddle faddle fddle, and double demi ſemi 
quibble down below; 
This is my lady's birth day, 


Therefore we will keep holiday, 


Four and twenty drummers all in a row. 

Four and twenty drummers, &a. 424 
und there was I rub a dub, O rub a dub, 

And fiddle faddle fidale, &c. &c. 


Four and twenty trumpeters all in a W. 
Four and twenty trumpoters, &c. 
There was tantararer o, I dub a dub, O rub adult. 
Four and twenty coblers all in a row, 
Four and wenty coblers, &c. | 
There was. coblers and ſtop awls, g's a0. ind TY © 
coblers, | W 300 i 
Aud tantararero, I rub a dub, &. "IF | 


* 
7 


Four and twenty fencing · maſters all in a row, —_ 
Four and twenty fencing-maſters, &c. +YF 
here was pulh, carte and tierce, doun with his heels | 

and cut him acroſs, 


yl Coblers and flop awls, ſtop as and coblets, ve. 


Four and twenty captains all in a row, 
We þ Font and twenty captains, &c. 


REED | There 


[26] 


There was d—n him, kick him down flairs, 


| with-- 

Puſh, carte, and tierce, &c. der ar 
5 3 d— n'. 
our and twenty parſons all in a row, ſhave 


Four and twenty parſons, &c. 
There was L—d have mercy upon us, "Fc 
D-—n him, kick him down ſtairs, &c. Knock 


: mercy 
* Four and twenty taylors all in a row, 1 N 
| Four and twenty taylors, &c. N g 
There was one caught a louſe, another let him wel 1 T 4 
D—n his eyes, ſays another, Knock him OW wit 65 141 
the gooſe; or e, 
Lord have mercy upon us, &c. 7 x 4 
Four and twenty barbers all in a row, 4 
Four and twenty barbers, &c. / Th 
There was long wigs, toupees, frizee, frize, powde 
and pomatum, two ruffles and never a ſhirt; 
d n'de hard times, walk in, your honours— . 
and ſhave for a penny. n 
One caught a louſe, 185 Sung By 
Ader and twenty ande all in a row, N the c 
Four and twenty quakers, &c. | I'd not 
There was Abram he begat Iſaac, and I begatf ot a bear, 
Jacob, and Jacob he open'd his generation box, 2 ut one th: 
with long wigs, toupees, Ke. | | A ow 1. 
3 Four and twenty Dutchmen all in a row, ind p ſtork 
2 Four and twenty Duichmen, &c, uch ſuitors 
7 There were Americanos, Spaniorum, Amſterdam, e e 
1 Rotterdam, and d- nation ſeize them all to- Phe lad in 
gether—Abram he begat Iſaac, and Iſaac begat andi 
Jacob, and Jacob OE his generation bex, Ivith ſuch 3 


W 
rule“ one th 


1 
with Long wigs, toupees, frizee, frize, pow- 
der and pomatum, two ruflles and never a ſhirt; 
d—n'd hard times ; walk in your honours. and 
ſhave for a penny — One caught a louſe, another 
let him looſe - D n his eyes, ſays another, 
knock him down with the gooſe -- L—d hays 
mercy upon us Dun him, kick him down 
ſtairs ;— puſh, carte, and tierce ; down with 


his heels, and cut him acroſs—Cob!ers! and 
ſe ſtop awls, ſtop awls and coblers—Tantarararo,, 


IJ rub a dd, O rub a dub - And fiddle faddle 


. fiddle, and double demi- ſemi ee uy 
©. below, --- 


This is my Lady? inne,, 
Therefore we will keep holiday. 


* 
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I'd not have a man would grow old ina trice ; 
ot a bear, or a monkey, a clown, or a fop, 


Put one that could buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. - 


* 


A log I'd avoid, when I'm chuſing my lad, 
\nd a ſtork, that might gobble up all that I had ; 


uch ſuitors I've had, fir—but off they might hop-- 


want one that can da and ſtir in i my ſhop. 


D 
,0- 


The lad in my eye is the man to my mind ; 

do handſome, ſo young, fo polite, and ſo kind; 
ith ſuch a good ſoul to the altar I'd pop 
e's one that can buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. 


"a 
IX 


Til 


SER by. Mrs. Webb, in the Agreeable Surprines | os 


N the choice of a huſband us widows are nice * 


C2 SONG 


8% N Opn: > bon v6 
Sung by Mr. Moody. 
\ /F Y feet pretty Mage, you're as ſaft as a bog, 


And wild as a kitten, and wild as a kitten: 
Thoſe eyes on your face—(O pity my caſe) 


Poor Dermot hath ſmitten, paorDermor hath ſmitten, 


Far ſofter than filk, and as fair as new:milk, | 
Your lily-white hand 1s, your lily-white hand is: 

" * ww  - OO THROWN rH k 7 725 ve TG KY P # | ; b . 
Your ſhape's like a pail ; from your head to your tail, 
You're ſtrait as a wand. is „vou re ſtrait as a wand is. 


i 


Your lips red as chefries, and your curling hair is 
As blac the Devil, as black as the Devil: 
Your breath is as ſweet too as any potatoe, 

Or orange from ſeville zor orange from ſeville. 


When dreſs'd in your boddice, you trip like a goddeſs 
So nimble, fo friſky ! ſo nimble, fo friſky cv!!! 


"= * 


A kiſs on your cheek ('tis ſo. Toft and ſo fleets) : 


Would warm me like whiſky;! would warm me like 


_ whiſky. | 4 


» $ . 


I grunt and J pine, and I fob like a ſwine, ' © 


Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're ſo cruel. | 


No reſt | can take; and afleep or awake 

I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 
Your hate then give o'er ; nor Dermont your lover 
So cruelly handle, ſo cruelly handle; 5 
Or Dermont muſt die, like a pig in a ſty, 


* 


Or the ſnuff of a candle, the ſnuff of a candle. * 
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Our hero 
Could mz 
Oh! did 


When thi 
Our ſailo 
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Ere they 
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n. 
THE BROWN BEER OF OLD ENGLAND, 


TK7 HEN humming brown beer was the Engliſh» 
man's taſte, | | 
Our wives they were merry, our daughters were 
chaſte ; „ 
Their breath ſmelt like roſes whenever embrac'd. 
Oh the brown beer of Old England, 
And oh the Old Engliſh brown beer! 


Ere coffee and tea found their way to the throne, 
Our anceſtors they by their fires tat down; 
Their bread it was white, and their beer it was 
brown. N 
Oh the brown beer, &c. 


Our heroes of old, of whoſe conqueſts we boaſt, 

Could make a good meal of a pot anda toaſt; 

Oh! did we ſo now, we ſhould ſoon rule the roaſt, 
On the brown beer, &c. LD | 


When the great Spaniſh fleet on our coaſt did appear 
Our ſailors each one drank a jorum of beer, 
And ſent them away with a flea in their ear. 

Oh the brown beer, &c. 


Our clergymen then took a cup of good beer, 
Ere they mounted the roſtrum, their ſpirits to cheer ; 
Then preach'd againſt vices, though courtiers were 
near. . | 
Oh the brown beer, &c. 
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Their dectrines then were authentic and bold, 


And grounded on Scripture, and fathers of old; 
Eut now they preach nothing but what they are told. 


Oh the brown beer, &c, 


For fince the geneva, and ſtrong ratifee, 


They are dwindled to'nothing but, ſtay—let me ſee, 
Faith nothing at all but meer ſiddle-de-dee. 


Oh the brown beer, &c. 
S. O N . 
THE FARMER'S RAMBLE TO LONDON, |» 
A Medley, 
CME, Roger, and liſten to where I have been, 
[1] tell thee what wonderful fights I have ſeen; 
Such places for paſtime, and higheſt renown, 


In that famous city, called fair London town: 
Charming London! happy London ! 


In that famous city, call'd fair London town | 


Firſt, you muſt know that we did go 
Into the city, into the city ; 
And ſaw, not far from Temple Bar, 
The wax work pretty, the wax-work pretty. 


O!] then they carried me 
To a place they call'd St. Paul's, 
Where thouſands I did ſee, 


But *twas bigger than them all ; 


Then 


Icc 


And the 
The lio 
Where 
In Old 


Ba 
Where 
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1 
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Then up the winding ſtairs, 

So high we did aſcend, + 
So many ways, I thought 

We ne'er ſhould ſee an end. 
Oh! how we gap'd and ſtar'd, 

When to the top we came; 
Had you been in m- place, 

Why you'd have done the ſame. 


Do Guildhall next we did repair, 
All for to ſee the giants; 

They told me that they did ſtand there 
To bid the French defiance ; 


And when they heard the clock ſtrike one, 


They would come down and greet me; 
Icod ! I did not like {uch fun, 
For fear that they ſhould eat me! 


And then to the Tower away we all ſtroll'd, 
The lions, the armour, and crown to behold 
Where the ſhow-man at laſt bad the laſſes ſo furs 
In O:d Harry's pincuſhion ſtick a pin there, 


Back to Weitminſter-abbey we ſtray'd, 
Where I {aw all the kings and queens tombs; 


But I never {aw fince 1 was made, 
Such a number of deadly high toon? 

Then the organs they play'd up fo fine, 
What the boys ſung, Iunderſtood not, 

And the people in chorus did join, 
That in heaven I thought I had got! 


At playhouſe too, I did admire 
A man a walking on the wire, 
As tho? it was the ground; 


25 
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As for the ſails of our old mill, 

Co: 11 PAr 'd with him they do and ſtill. 
SO (Wift! he did turn round! f 

Eut row, alas ! the time was come, 

When I muſt think of going home; 
Ah me, ur hap! py clown! 

F dreamt of what I'd ſeen all night 

So early by the morning light, 
I left dear Londen town 

Charming London, lovely London ! 

Adieu dear London, London town ! 


N. 
THE-OLD CLOATHS MN. 
Or, Meſes and Abram's bad bargain, 


10 doubt but you've heard of the famous Lord 
:- Groker, 

A very preat man and a verv great Joker; 

In the courſe of my ditty you'll find it is true, 

As the Rory is told by od Abram's tae jew, 

Py cod it iin true vat I'm going to Hay, | 

An an Burlington-ſhreet J walk cali: 8 one tay, 

A ſhentieman's ſhervant cried hip maiſter Jew, 

have cot a cood bargain come hither and view, 


So I ſhay brother Moſes, as he waſh wit me, 

Here 11h a cood bargain ler us bote £0 and thee ; 
De ſhervant belongs to Lord Croker, I gueſs, 
Wee'll heat him 10 ſure as Cod ſhall us pleſs. 

So he ſhew'd us ſome cloaſh dat vafh look fery fine, 
And it vail in de com vere my Lord he vaſh dine, 


De 


ord 


1 I 
De bargain vaſh ſtruck, he went out to get ſnange, 
And left Moſes and me thro? de whole houſe to range. 


P. cod we vaſh tinking to pack up de plate, 

Vich we ſhaw in creat plenty, of very creat weight; 

When my Lord vaſh cone in full of laughter and 
fun, 

Vich finiſn'd dat buſineſs before ith begun. 

Py Cod ſhay my Lord, you are fery coo fellows, 

Vill you do me a favor, I prethee come tel. us ; 

Sho frighten'd vere we, dat we ſhaid, dat we wood, 

(Vith a certain proviſo, vich vaſh) it we cou'd, 


*T15 only ſhays he, on them cloathes for to ſhit, 

Cood Cod we cry'd bote we cannot do won bit; 

But my Lord drew his ſhword, and ſho loudly did 
ſhwear, | 

Dat Moſes vaſh ſhit, py Cod, quite out of fear. 

But when dat he found dat I could not ſhite too, 

He ſhwore J ſhou'd eat it wit out more a do; 

Sho I eat it all up, tifh true vat 1 tell ye, | 

Or he would have run his ſhword, quite thro' my 

belly, | 


His Lordſhip then kickt us bote out of door, 
And he call us bote ſchwindling ion of a whore; 
Our bargain vaſh loſt and our ſhange never got, 
80 Moſes and J had, a fery bad lot | 
Then ALL ye Shew merchants who deal in old 
cloaths, 
Take care vat cood bargains ſome folks may propoſe; 
Or like Moſes and me, you may take bote our word, 
You may haye in your belly a ſhword or a turd. 


Ce SONG. 
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FATHER PAUL, 


1 T grave divines preach up dull rules, 
And moral wit refine, 

The precepts taught in Roman ſchools, 
Wie ſriars here define. 


r 


Here's a health to Father Paul, 
For flowing bowls 

Inſpire the ſouls 

Ot jolly friars all. 


When in the convent we are met, 
We laugh, we joke, we ſing; 
All worldly cares we there forget, 

For Father Paul's our king, 


Here's a health, &c. 


No abſolution we will give, 
Ve blue ey'd nuns ſo fair; 
No benediction here receive, 
But baniſh ail your care. 
Here' s a health, &c. 


wich beads and croſs, not held divine, 
We pray with fervent zeal 
To 1oſy Bacchus, god of wine, 
V ho does each joy reveal. 
Here's a health, &c. 


1 


Mey ev'ry friar pleaſe his nun, 
Each nun her friar pleaſe; 
And each alike enjoy their fun 
With freedom and with eaſe. 

Here's a health, &c. 


Then fill your bumper, ſons of mirth, 
Let friars be the toaſt; 
Long may they all exiſt on earth, 
And Runs their orders boaſt, ; 
Here's a health, &c. | * 


SO N . 


LAUGH AND GROW FAT, 


E humdrums who ſigh all your life-time away, 

Without the kind warmth of briſk jolity's ray, 

W ho with whining and pining grow ſtupid and flat, 

Accept the ſweet balſam of—Laugh and Grow tat, 
Laugh—ha! ha! ha! &c. 


Of excellent virtues, and well known to cure 
Moſt griefs that the body or mind do endure 
It does eaſe all the troubles bad fortune begat, 
When once you're acquainted with—Laugh and 
Grow Fat. we .- 
Laugh—ha ! ha! ha! &c. vis 5 


The Methodiſt Preacher, with well feigned rage, 

May laugh at the folly and vice of the age; 

80 dull is his nonſenſe, ſo formal his chat, 

That I am reſolved to- Laugh and Grow Fat. 
Laugh—ha ! ha! ha! &c. | 
C6 _ Now 
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Now come you briſk ſouls, and aſſiſt me to draw, 

To lengthen the chorus of- ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Tho' fortune frown on us, what care we for that? 

We ſcorn all its terrors, and Laugh and GrowfFat. 
Laugh, ha ! ha! ha! &c. 


„ G N 
THE JOLLY Tore R. 
A Bacchanalian. 
'M a hearty good fellow, a ruby-nos'd ſot, 
Who never yet thought of treaſon, or plot: 


A bottle that's mellow is the chief of my cares, 
And I guzzle each hight, "till I'm carried up ſtairs, 


On che tombs of the brave ones, the —_— and 
T1 WHE 

We are only ieh that * Under he lies; 37? 
Tis a hint that T like not, a trumpery tale, 


80 I now frown the thoughts on't in flaggons of ale. 


Bay | hey may name me ſot, blockhead, r elen what 
t they will; | 

Bat if wealth, nor if riches, nor wishes, Is Kill; 

Can their owners preſerve. from a church-yard, ox 
DOS prieſt, 

Why, PI live as J like it—for method's a je, 


On the leſſon of nature ĩt is that 1 think, 

For ſhe taught me to lotet? and ſhe caught me te 
drink; 

To my pleaſures full power the taught me to 8 

BIG P11 Rick to her maxims as long as live. 
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Be roarin 
That, col! 
He's gon 
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Ter 

F. 

He won- 
In feig 


6 T'll nc 
6 You 
« What, 
When 


« Tt ſee 
« Yet 
ce Sir, tz 
* 10 


"Twas d. 
And f. 
«« Dear 


«« Un 


All Four 
Had a 
Who go 
As thy 
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['ve money, good ſtore on't, and ſpend it I mail ; 

Be roaring and merry, but honeſt and juſt, 

T bat, cold in my cofhn, my landlord may tay, 
He's gone, and he's welcome—there's nothing to 


1 


„ 


PLAYING AT CARDS FOR kIsS ES. 
T cribbage, Tom and Phillis plav'd 


For kiſſes, and ſhe ſtakes would hold; 
He won — ſhe faid ſhe would be paid — 


In feign'd ſurprize he thus her told: 
| RJ I'll not be ſerv'd fo, on my word; 
* Your honor, Mts, you now have broke; f 
« What, keep my winnings ? how abſurd my TE 


When ſhe in ſmiling rage thus ſpoke ; 


« Tt ſeems you're in a wrangling mood, 


t « Yet free from anger's hateful itraing 3 
« Sir, take your kiſſes, be ſo good, Was, 
« To give me all my own again.“ mais wt 
A | 
"Twas done! they play'd once more—ſhe won, l 
And for prompt payment Tom implores; 
„ Dear Phil. (ſays he) VII pay you none, [ 
Fl „ Unle(s you beat me at All Fouts,” 
O 
All Fours they play'd, and every ane arr A 
't Had an interlude of bliſſes ; _ -. te ne, 
| Who got, or loſt, twas all the lame, | 
'S As the loſer paid With Kiſſes. 
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= | Some pi 
8 O N 8. Does 
| Nancy 1 
Bring 
I with 
Will 


NANCY I HAVE LOST MY WIG. 


N ANCY I have loſt my wig, 
Did you ſee my jazey, Pu 
Powder'd well with curls ſo big, 
I ſhall ſure grow crazy : © 
How my ſcull it firſt forſook, 
It is paſt recounting, 
Perhaps the wind away it took, 
In the air high mounting. 


Never ſhall I ſee one more, 


That is equal to it, 
Not the lawyer's ſwell'd before, 


With its three tails to it: B * 
Neither bag, nor bob, nor queue, | 
Or the doctor's grizzle, (Pride « 
Or the Tyburn top in view. 'T'wa 
Had fo fine a frizzle. I for it 1 
| Whol 
Strike it on a table's verge, Ah! we 
When its hair was knotted, SINCE 
In ringlets ſoon it would emerge, 3 
As it ne'er was clotted: J 2110 
Flaxen, cheſnut, or coal black, 1 il 
It could beat them all, Sir, a een 
Tho' it had got a little crack, Whiche 
And greaſy in the call, Sir. Barbe 
© } 
Aſk the barbers every where, - ae Alan 


If by chagce they've found it, Exam 


Some 


1 


Some piſs burnt Spaniſh here and there, 
Does you'll find ſarround it: 

Nancy if you find my wig, 
Bring me back my jazey, 

I with gratitude quite big, 
Will always ftrive to pleaſe ye. 


| or, | 
P11 well reward your daiſey, 


8 O N G. 
THE CAxox. 1 
| 54 


A Burleſque. 


— i vp AQ "> 


ARBERS, I have loſt my wig ! 


Have you ſeen my caxon ? 


A nos At —— 


r 


9 
(Pride of ev'ry empty prig) i \ 
JTwas made by Jemmy Jackſon, e 
I for it my hair for ſook, . 5 
Whoſe colour was a flaxen; ; vM 7 
Ah! woe is me, how ſad I look, (+2 18 
Since I have loſt my caxon ? '3:: $a 
| £'x 5 
Jemmy I muſt ne'er ſee more, EP 
Till my wig's returning! 4 
He caution'd me, aye o'er and o'er, ; ha 
*Gainit loſing, and 'gainſt burning! Liz 


Whither is my caxon toſs'd ? 
Barbers, tell me quickly ; 

Ah! me, perhaps tis ever loſt, ' 
Examine e'er ſo ſtrictly, 
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O 
THE FISHMONCER 'S LAMENTATIORNR. 


ISHWIVES, I have loſt my wife! 
Have you ſeen my Satah? 
The pride ani comfort of my life, 
My kind, my belt, my dear-a ! 
She went out this a ternvOn—— 
Ah! that I knew whither ! 
If I though: her in the moon, 
C ſe ne, but I'd go thither! 


But I'll firſt my Sarah ſeek 
All around the city; 

Tears bedew me while I ſpeak ! 
Fiſhwives do me pity ! 

Lay, oh ! lay your baſkets by, 
You vociterous lounders — 

Sarah, Sarah, Sarah, cry, 
Inſtead of cod, and founders !. 


E 
THE QUEER MOUTH'D FAMILY» 
VE Lovers of ditties attend, 
Give ear to a comical ſong ; 


As merry as ever was penn'd, 


Although it is not very long; 


— 


"here 


bi 0-1 


There was Howard, and Coward, and Bids, 


With Richard and Neuble Clack too; 
Each mouth 1t mott'certainly did 
Confoundedly turn all aſkew. 


To the left ſtood the mouth of old 1 


Miſs Bridget's bent always belo 
On the other ſide ſcrew'd Matter "ITY 
But Dick's pouted up you muſt know; 5 
Dame Double Clack's was a pouch mouth 
(And her lips they were terrible thick) 
It neither ſtood weſtward nor ſouth, 
80 he always cou'd anſwer you quick, 


Mafter Dick on the day he was wed, 
To Biddy his beautiful bride, gn 
As the ſtocking was throwing on bed, 
Pray mark what ill luck did beczde z 0 


The candle by chance was put out, 


Vet a light there was left in the ſnuff, 
They determined to bring it about, 
So each oi them * it a puff. 


Maſter Howard he puff; d to the right, 
And Bridget ſhe puff'd it below, 
Maſter Coward put a left-handed quite, 
Yet none of their puthng wou'd do: 
Dick puff'd up as high as nis noſe, 
Like the reſt all his patang Was vain, 
But Double Clack —ſo the iong goes, 
(She only the light cou'd regain, ) 


Then here 5 a good health to the dame, 
A midwife ſhe was by her trade ; 
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1434 
She quiekened the candle's bright flame, 


Ae well as if ſhe'd been a mad 
So now to conclude my ſhort ſong, 


Ce we'll wiſh the young couple Godſpeed; 
* Succeſs to their withes eber long, N 
To keep up the beautiful breed. 
I'm a 
. 
8 Wich t 
THE MAD FAMILY. "Px 
HERE was a mad- -man, he had a mad wife, N 
And they liv'd in a mad lane, Sir, 
They had ten children to bring up, „ . From f 
And they were mad the ſame, Sir. 0 
f I ramb 
£ The fake was mad, and the mother was mad, = 
The children was mad beſides, Sir, | 
And they all got up, on a mad horſe, 1 * 
And madly they did ride, Sir. w G: 
e we 
How they got up, or how they got down, W 
There's no man living can tell, Sir, . 
But madly they rode until that they came If the V 
Unto the gates of Hell, Sir. 1 G; 
En luce 
| 3 The Devil was glad to ſee them all mad, | "1 
5 And 'roſe to let them in, Sir, due kr 
But when he found them more mad than himſelf, us G 
He turn'd them out again, Sir. Th ; 
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'M a bloſs of the town, and Ned i is my flaſh, 
Gayly taily flum: 
I'm a bloſs of the town and Ned is my flaſh, 
I fleece all my culls and I tip him the caſh, 
With my gayly taily flatherum-a-ry, 
gayly taily father-um-a-ry, gayly tally flum, 


With the beſt of the brims my head 1s high dreſt, 
Gayly taily lum, | 

Have an air and a motion as well as the beſt, 
With my gayly, Kc. 


From fam'd Ludgate- bill unte Temple Pn 
Gayly taily lum; 

I er aa to diſpoſe of my ware, 
With my gayly, &c. 


I met with a ſailor who tip'd me the wink, 


Gayly, taily flum: 
We wenc to a tavern I mac'd all his chin 
With my gayly, &c. 


If the Watch or the Conſtable come in my play, 
Gayly taily flum : 

I fluce well their gobs and I ſoon get away, 
With my gaily, xc. 


But if that by chance I mould pike to mill-doll, 
Gayly taily flum: 

The pads and the ſcamps will all viſit queer Moll, 
With their gayly, &c. 
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$ ON 6. 
Linco's TRAVELS. 
Sung by Mr. King. 


- CHORUS OP SHEPHERDSs 


Welcome, Linco, welcome home, 
Welcome Linco, &c. 


1160. 


Happy am I that I'm come, 

Happy, happy that I'm come; | 
Tho' I've been tn countries rare, 
Seen ſuch — would make you ſtare! 


CHORUS, 
Happy are we that you're come, 
Happy are we, &c. 


| SHEPHERDS, 
Tell us, tell us! 
| Liceo. 
855 Give me air! 


SHEPHERDS, 


Tell us, tell us! 


LINCO. 
Give me air, to blow my bellows 


SHEPHERDS. 
Tell us, tell us! 


ELCOME, Linco, welcome home, 


Welcome, Linco, welcome home, 


LINCO 


Tell u 


Make 
Mal 


Never, 
Simpl! 
From! 


Fror 


I ſaw { 
Where 


For wi 
Fol de 
They 1 
Sing ar 
Thus, 


De Ge 
Not 
V\ hen « 
Tis 
For wi 
Doun 
When d 
is 
Yaw ye 


Nyt 


* 
— 


nn 


LINCO. 
Give me air! 


SHEPHERDS, 
Tell us, tell us! 


LIx co. 
A moment ſpare ! 


SHEPHERDS, 
Make your neighbours ſome amends; 
Make your neighbours, Kc. 


LIN CO. 
Never, never more I'll wander, 
Simple, ſimple, fiily gander) 
From my flock, and cackling friends ! 
From my flock, &c. 


I faw ſprightly France, Kat nation ſo gay, 

Where they ing and they dance all their ſorrows 
away; 

For with fol de ro], lol de rol, la la la, 

Fol de rol, lol de 101. la la la, 

They ſing and they dance all their ſorrows away, 

Sing and dance all their ſorrows W 

Thus, thus they drive ſorrow away! 


De Germans ſo brafe, | 

Not a ſmile muſt come near; 
When dey laugh, they are graaf, 

is dus mit Mynheer, 
For with down Ge ron, down de ron, de ron down, 
Down de ron, down de ron, de ron down, 
. hen dey laugh, dey are graaf, 

Dis dus mit Mynheer, 

Yaw yaw yaw Mynheer, 


Nyt 3 nyt laughter Mynheer, 


LINCO 


- — nt 5 o2 


” "v6 — 8 Jour E of" G 1 — — PR * 
— gm — W - . — g 44 — 2 
* . * 1 N * * — 
F ” w_ _ . x a * . — E 
—— — * — * l * a . 
9 7 — 


—_— 


32 ar 
* 4 


8 
ra 2 > +... * 
„ ² A om... ADS . 
1 > 
n — r — _ - 
= - n os 
\ k A ed r 
ye” mn - 
* 2. MY > ;, WH 5 
A F 6 £2 
N — - - 


4 ] 


LINCO, 


The Italian ſo ſly, 
Has one fimple plan, 
On your purſe keep: his eye, 
And his hand if he can. 
If you fol de rol, tol de rol, la ra la, 
Then they'll toi de rol, tol de rol, la ra la; 
On your purſe keep their eye, 
And their hand if they can; 
Their eye, their hand, and both, if they can; 
Si, 1 Signior if they can. 


But the Engliſh (ſtrange folks )- 

Are my greateſt delight; 
They ſcold, and they joke, 

Shake hands, and then fight; 
This minute, tal lal de ral, "Ja ra la, 
The next, 'tol de 10] de rol, la ra la, 
They ſcold, and they joke, 

Shake hands. and then fight; 
Kiſs you, curſe you, kiſs ye, and fight, 

+ Curſe, kits ye, kiſs, curſe ye, and fight, 


I'll never go abroad again, 
Nor ever will I roam, 
For he has but a flimiy brain, 
Who wanders far from home ; 
See nine 1n ten of Englithmen, 
Who run the nations o'er, 
Tho? pert and pay, yet pray are they 
Much wiſer than before? 
Tho' pert and gay, &c. 


Contented here I'll paſs my life, 
For roving's but a curſe; 


I'll 


a. dC ed 


> 


So th. 
Betty 


(49 ] 
Fll take my country as a wife, 
For better and for worle ; 
For nine in ten of Engliſhmen, 
Who run the nations o'er, 
Tho' pert and pay, yet pray are they 
Much wiſer than before ? | 
For nine in ten, &c. 


While I can ſee ſuch ſights as theſe, 
And ſuch a harveſt bing, 

And while I can my betters pleaſe, 
For ever will I ſing, 

That nine in ten of Engliſhmen 
Who chooſe abroad to roam, 

Among mankind will never find, 
The worth they leave at home. 

Among mankind, &c. 


— —— 
8 O N G. 


AVE. you not heard of Billy Pringle's Pig, 
T was not very little nor yet very big; 
When 'twas alive it liv'd in clover, 
But now i' tis dead and that is all over, 


Billy Pringle—he 
Sat down and cry'd, 
Betty Pungle—fſhe 
Laid down and died: 


So there was an end Of one, two, and three, 
Betty Pringle, Billy Pringle, — and piggy wiggey. 


SONG. 
LU k 


1 
Ss ON 6. 


THE SAYLORS DELIGHT. 


OM all my brave lads, away by come, 
At the ſound of the fife, or the beat of a drum; 
We'l! fight for Royal George if we die by our guns, 
On board of a Man of War. 


All you that are in limbo for Ainläng of good ale, 
Come and enter with us we've a e and pleaſant 


gaies 


| 8 We'll pay off all your debts 4 55 a a flying me} ſail, 


On boars, Kc. 


Ve'll hoiſt up our 766%, ind our © pendants we'll let 


| fly, 
f And fight the Etench and. Spaniards, if any we 


| come nigh; 
Let more powder and more ſhot , be the whole of 
the CTV. 3 3 
- On board, &c. | 


1 18 * 


On our way in che night as we're e plowing of the 
deep, 
A Spaniſh galloon we may chance for to meet, 
W hile you ye lazy landmen lay deaf g aſleep. 
Not on board, c. a 


When che battle it is over thim "kar do ſurvive, 
Bring home our gold and ſilver to ſweethearts or to 
wives; 
And this is the way jolly ſailors ſpend their lives, 
On board, &c. 
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She bo 
In th 
And ev 
She c 


It happ' 
As g. 
She me 
Wou 


He ſaid 
«© Ine 
But ſhe 
Come 


At leng 
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Come 
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She goes 
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MELTON OYSTERS. 


HERE was a clever, likely laſs, 
| Juſt come to town from Glo'ſter; 
And ſhe did get her livelihood 
By crying Melton Oyſters. 


She bore her baſket on her head 
In the genteeleſt polture ; 

And ev'ry day, and ev'ry night, 
She cry'd her Melton Oytters. 


It happen'd on a certain day, 
As going through the Cloiſters, 
She met a Lord ſo fine and gay, 
Would buy her Melton Oyſters. 


He ſaid, . Young damſel go with me, 


«© Indeed I'm no impoſtor;“ 
But ſhe kept bawling in his ears, 
Come buy my Melton Oyſters. 


At length reſolv'd with him to go, 
Whatever it might coſt her, 

And be no more oblig'd to cry, 
Come buy my Melton Oyſters. 


And now ſhe is a lady gay, 
For Billingſgate has loſt her; 
She goes to maſquerade and play, 
No more cries Melton Oylters ! 


18 
0 . 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Caſtle of Andaluſia, But no\ 


AIR—PADRILLO, 


Maſter I have, and I am his man, 
Galloping dreary dun, 
And he I get a wife as faſt as he can, = 
With a haily, | _ Sung 
Gaily, 
Gambo raily, 
Giggling, 
Niggling. | As a ce 
Galloping galloway, draggle- tail dreary dun. 9 


I ſaddled his ſteed, fo fine and ſo gay, | And ſhe 
Galloping dreary Sue 5... * 
I mounted my mule, and we rode away, 
Wich our haily, & c. 


We canter'd along until it grew kak, 
| Galloping dreary dun; 
The nightingale ſung inſtead of the lr, 8 85 | 
With her haily, xc. I Tag rag 


We met with a Friar, and aſk'd him our way, | 
Galloping dreary dun; : 
By the Lord, ſays the Friar, you are both aſtray, . 
With your haily, &c. Her voic 


Our journey, I fear, will do us no good, 
Galloping dreary dunn I And oft 
We wander alone, like the babes i' the wood, | 
With our haily, &c, 


5 

My maſter's a fighting, and I'll take a peep, 
Galloping dreary dun ; F 
But now I think better better go to ſleep, bw 
With my haily, &c. * 


S8 AN.. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Agreeable Surprixe. i 
A O, amar. | i 


I love a laſs, | 
As a cedar tall and ſlender; + © - + 
en Sweet cops gratetre 5 
Is her nom' tive caſe, ; 
And ſhe's of the feminine gender. 


"© NO RU: 5 


RNorum corum 
Sunt divorum, 
Harum ſcarum ! 
Dio ! 
7 ag rag, merry derry, perriwig and hat-band, 
Hlic, hoc, borum genetivo ! 


Can I decline 
A nymph divine ? 
Her voice as a flute is dulcis ; 
Her ecalus bright, 
Her manus white, | 
And ſoit, when. 1Irads her pulſe is. 
| Rorum, corum, &C> 


M Pc, D 2 


[ $3" 1 
Oh, how bella, 


My puella ! | i 24 


I'll kiſs \fecula Jeculorum : 
If I've luck, Sir, 
She's my auxer, 
O dies benedictorum ! 


„* 


 Rorum corum, & c. 


8. G N. G. 
TOM and Brokjer JACK. 


Tom, OW | goes, it brother Jack 7 3 
You're grown ſp much a beau now, 


Had I ſeen but your back, 
Den me if I'd. have Known you, 
Brother Jack. 


Jack, What chear old neſſmate Tom ? 
You look as if you'd cry now, 
But I have news from home, 
Will make you jump maſt high now, 


Meſſmate Tom. 


Since our brave gallant Rodney, 5 
Has ſhewn the French ſome play,” 
It is now peace my kiddy; 
And ſo we'll drink away, 
To Rodney: 


Tom. 


. my Hs cock 

For this news damn all ſorrow, 
 Pll pawn my ſhirt and frock, 

But or " hm tomorrow, _ 
IV: 8 Hearty cock 


- Fact. 


OL 
PRI oe We + + , 4 
$3" hs, 5 ns 
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Fack, When all the ſhips are paid, 
We'll lead a merry life boy ; | 'F 

Blood! then how we'll parade, b 4 
Wich ev'ry one his wife boy, 
When we're paid ! 


Tem. Nay ſome wil have their pairs, [14 
They'll be fo open hearted; © | 1 

And brimſlones will have chairs, F 
That rather ſhould be carted, | * 


Alli in , palrs. ym 


Tack, The bewds; aa 3 ah, 1 
From Plymouth up to Wapping, | ö 
Win deck their clumſy paws, . 
Wich rings and gaudy mapping, | 1. 
Rot their maws. na 


* > 


- Þ Tom. But then the higheſt fun, | 
| h Will be when all is ſpent, firs, ; | 
To ſee ſome ragged run, 
Agd ſome poet, always lent, fir, | 
. For paſt fun, 


| Fack. Our proud lieutenants then, . 
Thoſe empty flaſhing ſporters " 
May pimps turn te great men, 17 
Companions to their porters, 
1 Not proud then. 


Tom. Our e now eee 15 
It makes me laugh to think boys, 1 
BY. Will cry about old cloaths;; : : | 

And corporgle turn 5 0 | 
I T6 thoſe beaux. 


M b 3 | Jack, 


3 


2 RE 
R F 
<= 7 


E 

Jack, Amongſt the d——n'd odd ſcenes, 
 _ You'll ſee in jails and cages, 
Lieutenants of marines, —— 


And doctors mates on ſtages, | 
. D—=—1'd odd ſcenes. 


” > Tom, The ſteward dirty ſlave, 
5 0 That us'd to cheat us daily, 
Will ſtill remain a knave, 
And yy, Row ee, 
irty fl ſlave! 


| Tait, -*Fhen while we range about, 
1 Juſt come perhaps from Guinea, 
| | The whores, with ſcarce. a clout, 
WW = _ for en | 
i; All turn'd out. 


a a - __ 88 * 
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„ c : 
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, 
2 


We will make the taps to flow; 
2 And drink Fel an and great luck,” 
T 0 Rodney, T9908 A „ and Howe, 

© em Buck! 


8 0 N G. 


-THE JouLy WATERMAN, 


Who at Black-friars bridge us'd for to ply ? 
3 He feather'd his oats with ſuch Kill and Rn 
WW * each n and delighting each r ; 


- 
© * a 4 
. o 
1 * . 
2 . 


r 


Beth, Nad tay hes Jolly buck, TIEN Tee 


And wou 


ND did vn not hear of a jolly been 


He look'. 
The maid 
And hce 

: al. 


T hat this 


What ſig] 

Twas 
He was a 

In a pa 
And often 
But *twas 
For lovin 
For this \ 


And yet, 


As he 


He was p 


That f. 
di 


He'd wed 
And how 
When he? 


T. 
( 
And each 
But z 


Meer 


Fu 


«44 wd 


T 


BW 


A F. 


did fall. 


* 2 * 
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THE MEDLEY. 


HIS FF is a a ſtage | 
On which mankind” engage, | 
And each acts his pait'in'a throng 
But all in confuſion, 
Ml.eer folly, deluſion, 


He-look'd ſo neat, and row'd ſo ſteadily, 

The maidens all flock'd in his boat ſo readily ; 

And he ey'd the young 1 5 wer ſo charming an 
Air 

That this Waterman ne'er was in want of a fare, 


What ſights of fine folks he oft rod i in his wherry, 
T was clean'd out ſo neat, and fo painted withal ! 

He was always firſt oars, when the fine city ladies, 
In a party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall. 

And oftentimes wou'd they be giggling and leering 

But *twas all one to Tom, their gibing and jeering; 

For loving, or liking, he little did care, 

For this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare, 


And yet, but to ſee 36 anbgeby chivgy haypen 3 : 
As he row'd along, thinking of nothing at all, 
He was ply'd by a damſel ſo lovely and charming. 

That ſhe mild, and ſo Rraightway ir in love he 


Sa) a+ 


And would this young damſel bat baniſh his forrow, 
He*d wed her to-night, before it was morrow; 
And how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 
When he's marry'd, and never in want of a fare ? * 


4 
© +4 


L 56 1 


And faith, nothing elſe but a ſong ; B 
A ſong, a ſong, | A 
And faith, nothing elſe but a Ong: Will f 
The parſon ſo grave, V 
Says your ſoul he will ſave, _ | | T 
And point the right way from the wrong, _ And n 
After piouſly teaching, ET # 
And long winded preaching, == H 
And puts off his flock with a long, e & e. a Then: 
The dofier he fils i 1 = T 
| You with bolus and pills = 
With aſſurance to make you live long; To hir 
Bot believe me tis true,” Te C 
The guinea's in view, - EA 2 
And the reſt it is all but a 1 xc. | | Til ni 
The ſurgeon fo bold . 
His lancet doth hold, VNV AA 
And flaſhes your body +" rife ig | Theg: 
Small wounds he enlarges, - _ BY | Ju 
To fill up your charges, ; 8 * 
His art like the reſt is a ſong, &c. ut Ju 
L 
The ſontierherattte——— | S 
Of fieges and battles, 1 
And actions that he's been among; | T 
His preferment and ſpirit ＋. 
Are both like his merit, 1 

Vou ſee they are N for a Mp ce. 
The mantle he cries, 55 5 [ , 3 
See the clouds how: they I "I 


Vp, aloft, my briſk lads, it Mou ages 11 


* % { 


Boy, 98 204 


> 
2 


Then fink your eſtate to- a ſoag, 790 e 9, ee 


+ - 
1 10 * Tl 85 9 , 
* & 4 g 0 #4 


Boy, make us ſome flip, r 17. 
And L' warrant the hip ROE ODS 
Will ſoon reach her port; is his "0p Sex i) A 


Vers'd in quirks and in e 99 5 
The lawyer he ſcribbles 
And moves his mellifluous tongue 3 1253! baA 
Twixt demur and: 1 FRA - 8 15 
He'll raiſe expectation, Nail: ban 


WAS F * 


The merchant is bent 
On his twenty per cen, . 
To him journal and ledger” Bong: $59 0H 3 973 
Commiſſion with charges, ©» NUTS 
His profit enlarges lr 3:55 . 
Till his balance may end in a fong, 6 ce. . 


ID 


1 : po 8 


With powder and ace, N 
And effeminate face, | 
The gay fop behold ſtrütting ælongngg 
Juſt arriv'd from his travels, 1 
At nothing he levels! ” ” N 
But juſt a dance and a ſong, Kc. 5 


The gentle coquet , | 

She's all 0 ETHER A 
In the morn if her toilet be wrong; 1 

The whole day ſhe will paſs 1 01 "OY 

To conſult her dear glaſs, * ROOT ON 
And at night die away with a x Ting, bc. 5 

The ſurly old prude, 5 e 

She will ſay you are rude, N 
For * bliſs tho' ſhe Eon Ba long; 
3 


3 
„ © the 


0 But 


ren 


U . 
- But take her pag el 3 
Von may manage ber pri 


And her virtue bring dow /n 49 a tang, FL Te 


The courtier he mile, 
At the time he beguiles, - | 


mer 499 


# 3 3 


And feeds you with promiles, long: . 2 | oh 1 2 8 


He ſqueezes your hang 
And calls you his friend. 9 14 


Tho” he means nothing more than, 3 ſong, b. od] 


Then let us be jollyj, 
Drive hence N 


Since we are brave fellows. among; Ne | >T 


"Taſte life as it palleag; ji if 
And fill up our glaſſes, ; 


And each heeft blade ing f feng. ie N 


A ſong, a ſong, 5 


And each honeſt blogs fng along e * 


3 N. . 
THE $A] Loks vierokr. | | 
Soldier and a Sailor, 5 
A Tinker and a Taylor, 
ad once A oubefu] | 9 5 Sir, 
To make a mag; ay ws ns tf 


Whoſe name. w N R 

For EL he time 7} ended, Miata oak 

When ſhe no more intended 

To lick her lips at men, Sir, pgs 

Or gnaw the ſheets in yain, Sir, 
Or lie &nights alone. . 


C'.59: 1] 

The Soldier ſwore by thunder, 

He lov'd her more than plunder, 

And ſhew'd her many a ſcar, Sir, 

That he had brought from far, Sir, 
With fignting for her ſae: 

The taylor th:uught to pleaſe her 
With offering her his meaſure. 

The Tinker, too with metal, 

Said he would mend her kettle, 

And flop up ev'ry leak... 


But while theſe three were prating, 
'The Sailor lily waiting, ; 
Thought if it came about, Sir, 
That they ſhould all fall out, Sir, 
He then might play his part. 

And juſt e'en as he meant, Sir, 
To loggerheads they went, Sir, 
And then he let fly at her, 

A ſhot 'twixt wind and water, 
That won this fair maid's heart, 


2 — 5 if 5 2 
SO NG. 
THE COBLER'S END, 


Cobler there was and he liv'd in a tall, 
Which ſerv'd him for parlour, for kitchen, 
> and Rall;- 
No coin in his pocket, nor care in his pate, 
No ambition had he, nor duns at his gate. | 
FO 49 0 1 4 99 © Derry down, down, down, &c. 


D 6 Contented 


"or SP. Wa 


He ſhot the poor c 
T wiſh it had hit ſome more ignoble part. 


0 6 J 


Contented he work d and he thought himſelf happy 


If at night he could purchaſe a cup of brown nappy, 
He'd . and whiſtle, and fing | too moſt 
weet + 


ig juſt 0 A hair Vee made both ends meet. 


19 95 down, down, &c. 


But love the Agurber e of high 400 of low, 
That ſhoots at the 1 as well as the beau, 
ler quite thorough the heart 


„ 25 + % 4 


Derry down, down, &c. 


It was from a cellar this areas did play, 


Where a buxom young damſel edge ly lay, 
Her eyes ſhone fo bright when ſhe roſe ev'ry day, 


| 1 ſhe wee the er cobler quite over the way. 
Derry Maur, down, & c. 


oo He PE her love beer as he ſat at ka work, 
But ſhe was as Hard as a-Jew; or a Turk, 
When ever he ſpoke the ny ner and would 


fleer, th 


: ; : Which put the poor < cobler quite into deſpair. & 
| erry down, down, &c. 


* oo 


He took up his awl that he had in the world, 


And to make away with himſelf was reſolv'd . 


He pierc'd thro” his body inſtead of the ſole, 


80 the Fowler he dy'd and the bell it did toll. 
| „„ -/ down, down, ce. 


and, now in 1 will Fadvye as a friend, 


All coblers take notice of this cobler's end, 
Keep your hearts out of love, for we hod by what's 


paſt, | 
That ce bringe us al to an 5 at t the lat. 
Derr) W dawn, & c. 
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The Medley, or Dif of all Sorts. - 


UARDIAN angels now protect me 
From the man that ] _ tho? my heart 1 | 
diſguiſe, | 

can freely diag | 4 274 

The Sun from the Eaſt, tips ao mountain with 
old, "1s 4.3 7 Sy 

\nd the > cc" all ſpangled— | 3 r 

With woman and wine, I defy ev” ry care, 

For life without theſe, is — 1 

An old n made by an ancient old pate, 


1 — 19 f 


All the girls within the town, | 1 0 q v3H- 
he black, the fair, the red, the brown; nel 5 
hat dance and prance it up and down, - 5 


There s none like — 13400 
Bra“ John O'Bute, was a bonny muckle man, 8 
rae Scotland he came | A 
In pennance for paſt folly, Mo 
\ pilgrim blythe and Jolly, | 6-0 8 
foe to—— _ 7, 
The four and twentieth day of May, 
Df all days in the year; fir, 
When the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be ſeen, 
and the meadows their verdure have loſt ; 
hen all nature, diſrob'd of her mantle of green,. 
By the ſide of a great kitchen fire, * 93 74 
ſcullion complaining was all | ; 
pudding Was——— l e 
in the Downs, the fleet was moor * 
he ſtreamers waving in the wind, Fg „% 
4 When 


_Y 


" 


* 
— 2 
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When black-ey'd Suſan came on beard; Irm mad 
Oh! where ſhall I my true- -loye find : | Nor ho 
Tell me——— upiter w 
John Anderſon my Jo, John, I wonder os you thi 

mean, He's a foc 


To rife ſo ſoon at morning, to ſit ſo late at e en, 


'The clock had fkruck; F can't tell what, 3 he work 


And morning came on too, as grey as a rat; And life's 
Cocks and hens from their rooſts did fly, | Like this 
Grunting pigs too leave their ſtye; WE LS hich ap 
Down in a vale, Ciſs with her pail, 1 5 | 
Met her true love dapper Harry, 3 From ſorr 
Firſt they kiſt, then ſhook fiſt, *% No morta 
And look'd like 5 Lo S6IW it (114-44 hen whi 
A certain preſby terian 8 15 s eee 
Was wedded *tother day Da 540 fil | 
Ang when the lambs were laid 5 in bed, ook roun 
The paſtor came to pray. — 11A . Ms odd Hi 
. Thenfy let us a' to the wedding, Phe young 
For there will: be lilting 974014 : | gay 
There was once it was ſaid; = . Il firang! 
But it's out of my head; 
And more ſo, yet true is my tale, | Ye droll { 
That a————— augh on, 
A taylor good lord ! in the time of vacation, ind you t 
When cabbage was ſcarce, and when pocket wathen take 
low _ 
For the ſake of good liquor pretended a paſſion 
To one that ſold ale in a cuckoldly row, 
Sing in and out, thro? a clout, whilſt he was able; 
Prick a louſe, prick a louſe, what could he do? 
Now a louſe made him itch, here a ſcratch, there 3 
ſtitch z 
And ſing cucumber ! cucumber ! —=m—— Love ye 
I'm old mad Tom, behold me; They 
; My wits are quite unfram'd ; - Pirhen you 


I'm They'll | 


b 63 J 


I'm mad I'm ſure, and paſt all cure, | 
Nor hope to be reclaim'd—— | 
upiter wenches and drinks, be rules the roaſt in 

the ſky, 
He's a fool if he inks, — 


he world is a jumble on ſenſe and fun, 

\nd life's run away with, *ere tis well begun; 
Like this motly ſong, *tis the farce of a day, 
hich aptly concludes with a tal de ral la. 


a 


From ſorrow to mirth, we e inconſtantly range, 

No mortal on earth, but is fond of a change; 
hen while you have ſun, 1 adviſe you make hay, 
ind always make ſure of your tal de ral la. 


ook round in the world and you'll conſtantly kind; 
\s odd ſort of couples as ever I bind: | 
The young weds the old, and the grave. takes the 
„a; 
All ſtrangers to mirth, and it's zal de ral la. 


e droll ſort of mortals who laugh at my ſong, 
augh on, and be thankful you're not in thewrong : 
and you that are ſad, know the dog has his day, 

waschen take a fall ſwing at your al de ral las 


45 ED S O NG. 
re 4 T he whimfical Lower. 


Love you for your ſquinting eyes, 
They'll breed no jealouſy 
hen you perhaps on others look, 


I'm They'll think you look on me. 15 


i * | E 6p } 
. 3 [ love you for your ſparrow mouths. 1 
1 For in an am rous cos, M 9 nt n091 As ve Vern 
i There's room on-either ſide rokifey i 1211977 131195 As ce 
3 And ne'er offend the noſe. 3 So begg 
n n 21-590 £531 And 
2 I love you for your pudding waiſt ; 1 1 * 
> If you a taylor lack, e Sh 20 
/ * We need not ſend to France ad kin, | i a eum 
1 We'll fit 18 i in cage aan gs He fil 
g — 190 4 %% Jin | | 
3 1 love you for your copper noſe, | On her 
=Y The feature d ne er the worſe; | 1031 No ke 
3 I find the metal in the face, - FOG CATE Gt SITE G7 TR 
br { IFIRST fo Vers F nn IKE . 
. You Ne * the wo E eee 7 Jack dre 
= 1 love you for your rotten tech, - | Then 
- A fine new:tancy'd grace, et | He ſcou 
1 | You wear black patches. in Ae e And 
„ Tis common on the facgaee.. 9 9 3 
WT Ts | WEE « Oh, 1 
* I love you for your blubber lips, e 3 a 
,/ In them I thrift propoſe, Re = = 
1 Fi it dripping-pans they're for your eyes, RO! = L 
3 "ud, ſave- alls for your noſe. „ 1 
A —— In a dujl 
1 Aye bl 
Mi 4 love SONG in 1 Lift. | 
11 Full as 
3 v the ſide of a green ſtagnant pool, + Toth 
W | Brick-duſt Nan ſhe ſat L acokingl her head, To finif] 
Black matted locks frizzled her ſcull, To a 
"RY As briſtles the hedge hog beſpread ; While r: 
1 While the wind toſs'd her tatters abroad, N 
1 Her aſhy- bronz'd beauties reveal'd 5; Undaun' 
A link-boy to her, thro' themud, Fatigu 


8 en. flew. over the feld. "200363 1 C9604 1944 


£09 1 
As vermin on vermin delight, 
As carrion beſt ſuits the crow's taſte, 
So beggars and bunters unite, .. 
And ſwine-like on dirt make a feaſt : 
To a Hottentot offals have. charms, 
With garbage their boſoms they deck; 


she ſluttiſhly open'd her arms, 
» He filthily fell on her neck. 


On her flabby breaſts: one hand he plac d, 
No towels theſe breaſtstever tea... 
Tother fiſt grip'd her ſtays-wanting . 
Like ladies, ſhe dreſs'd. for her eaſe: 
Jack drew forth his quid, and he ſwore ; „ 
Then his lower lip charg'd to the brim * 
He ſcoul'd, like a lewd grunting boar, 
And ſquinting, ſhe Seer err him. 


1 — 7 OY 7 * 
. 1 7 77? 2 
{} * 4811 1 


40 Oh, my love, thof I cannot well; jaw,“ 
This plyer at play-houſe began, 

% Not tobacco's fo ſweet to the cha w 
As to kiſs is the lips of my Nan: .{/ 

O ! my Fack, cries the mud-colour'd ſhe, 
And gave him ſome rib- ſqueezing hugs, el del 
Ty a duſt-hele I'd cuddle æuith thee, ' N. 1 a 

Aye blaſt me l tho" bit by the bugs. hz 2 


Full as black as Wemfelves, now the cy 
Io the South of the hemiſphere lour'd, | 
To finiſh love's feaſt in the dr 

To a ſtable they haſtily ſcour'd, :” (inaug ! 
While rats round them hungry explar'd, 0 91154 
And cobwebs their canopy SINCE, | Kist mne 03 
Undaunted on litter they ſnor' d, 
Fatigu'd with dirt, drink, and: 7+ "ER | 
EEE i SONG, 


[6 ] 
8  Q: N Ge. | 
V Vas ever 
- Burkta. THe! 1 1:45. Vat maſt 
8 But hark 
| RECITATIVO. TOONS: Come in 
ERE i is mine kofe, 7 mine Petz Dammoſeina, 
Dat ſhe no come to make mine ſhirt look i 
cleaner ? Eh 
Vat is the reaſon ſhe no come before, ES | If 
To med [uy reer viſt fo much are tore? | * 
| TY RON N17 4 
(To 0 of, Dearef n; tal A 5 x ks 
moins, be Wt es b 9447 V 
Neat and cleana, | V. 
© my e Dann laſs, ele 
Put ſome ſtitches . 
| In mine preeches, | | 
Or de folks—vill ſee mine ewe IzBy gar m 
Or de folks, 6. J Por ven 1 
Bring ſome foap to wok and 1 
And ſome ſtarch, or elſe ſome flour; e 
Haſte, O haſte, mine lofly fair, N Come e 
Vile I curl and 157 my air. A 1 * 
Dammoſeina neat; &e. 5 28 2 1 F ih 
592 711 For à 
Vid mine fade! Pl delight ye, dn Den mak 
Muſic charms will ſure invite ye, a d s 01 And 
Come, O come, mine Dammoſeina, ; And 
To your faithful Catguttina. 
Oh! bh nonghe 
Dammoſeina neat, Se. ie 
; Rect» ff 


1 


RECITATIVo. 


Vas ever man before in ſuch a plight : 
Vat muſt I do? to-night is op'ra night 


But hark !—TI hear her knocking at de door, 


Come in you little, pretty, ſaucy ore, 
_ 9 ITALIAN AIR, She. 


Eh l Seignior vat you call a me? 
Ds you ſuch vorts encore, 
Lill . and maul ve, 

I'll teach you call me ore, 
I'll teach you call me ore, 
2] teach yet £97564. 4 
1 heard you fay ſo juſt as 1 
Vas coming at de door, 
Vas coming at de door. 


S ih ©: « 


 RECITATIVO. | He. 

By gar mine angels I was but in jeſt, 
For ven | call you ore—l lofe you be, _ 
ITALIAN AIR» 


Come den my Dammoſeina, 
Here take my rofel'd ſhirt, 
And vaſh it nice and clean a, 


; For ah! ttis black as dirt; 5 
Den make mine preeches whole and tight, 
And I will- kiſs you fort. 
And I will kiſs you fort. 
= | 
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s O N 6. 


THE MILITARY LANGOLEZ.. 


HE Parli'ment in its great wifdom aſſembled, 
Reſolv'd upon making old Treland's trade 
free, 
The point being debated, the ladies all trembled, 
Left their ſwain they ſhould loſe, in dear Langolee, 


Langolee ! a free trade*s in motion, | 
Each ſoft fighing maiden will have her lov'd potion, 
*T will brace her much tighter t than Goulard's fam'd 
lotion, GEM 
The rare Iriſh extract from Lin coe. 


From the Nore up to Lenden each bank of the 

„ "Thames is, l 

O'erſpread with fair nymphs the dear Aranger to ſee, 

In country, and city, and een at St. James's, 

Their talk noon and night, is of Langolee, 

Langolee ! what numbers will ſue to bim, 

Open ports and èlear harbours they all know are due 
to him, 

And Cupid's fair pilots will ever be true to him; 

For a fav'rite of fortune is Langolce. 


In Germany, Flanders, Spain, Holland, VE: TON 
When war calls aloud, he is ſure for to be, 55 
Like Charles. the T welfth, or the fam'd King of 
5 Pruffa, A 
Poſts of danger beſt ſuit with fierce Langolee, . : 
Langolee! to ruſh forward his trade is, 

For Venus, or Mars, he a reſolute blade is, 

And neter turns his back on the foe, or the ladies, 
For a ſoldier of fortune is Langolee. 


In 


— 


. * — * ; 
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She finds 
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Now ripe: 
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Old maid 
But M; 


If pale an 
Seems { 
In vain is 
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Let maide 
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; 
* — 


(- 69 ] 


In the army a volunteer always he's counted, 
And fit for an action, whatever it be; 
If the foe's to be charged, or the breach to be 
mounted, 
J, The firſt upon duty is Langolee, | 
de Langolee! their works he will ſhatter, | 
Their abbatis and chevaux-de friſe too he'll tatter, 
And a breach he can equally ſtop up or batter, 
ge. Such the art militaire of fam'd Langolee. 


s 0 N 8. 
Tune—Duſty Night. 


' HEN firſt a maid within her breaſt | 
Perceives the ſubtle flame, 

She finds a ſomething break her reſt, 8 
Vet knows not whence i it came, > re 

| A huſband tis he wants« 


ee, 


we Now riper grown, at ſight of man 


A Her ſwelling boſom glows ; 
Old maid's may ſay, the ſex trepan, 
But os much better knows. 


F A huſband ? tis the wants. | 


If pale and wan the drooping fair 
of Seems ſinking to her grave 
Nn vain is medicinal care, 
*Tis this alone can ſave. 
e & A huſband *tis I mean, 


s, Let e ſtale their goctrine preach, 
Aa what like us they love 3 | 
a e . Na) For 


93 .& 
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For truſt me they the ſame would teach, 
If they the ſame could have. 


| A huſband 'tis I mean, 
Then on, dear girls, and boldly prove 
There's truth in what I ſay; 
Let Hymen take the torch of love, 
And gild each happy day. be 
A huſband 'tis T mean, 


e. 
THE CHOICE SPIRIT'S LOTTERY, 


E national ſchemers a while give me leave, 

A ſcheme I'll advance that ſhall no one de. 
CCC | FO 

No humbug I mean, ſet on foot by the great, 

Tho' a lottery's my ſcheme—it is not of ſtate. 


| No—— your tickets divide into ſhares, 

To plunder your pockets and heighten your cares, 
No blanks to depreſs you come in my deſign, 
The wheel is good humour, the prize 1s—good wine 


From © fheme ſuch as this, what delight mul 


| accrue | | 

To a people who always give Bacchus his due. 
Choice god of the grape, by thy virtues inſpir'd, 
The cauſe I'll relate you, ſo juſtly admired, 


'Tis wine gives that freedom we always maintain, 
'The ſlave lla with claret deſpiſes his chain; 
*Tis wine gives us wit, and ennobles out fenſe,” 
And aids fancy's flight as new ſpirits commence, 
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1 
The hero aſpires to conqueſt and arms, 
The lover deſpiſes his miſtreſs's charms; 
The preacher delivers his precepts ſo fine, 
Replete with the pow'r giving juice of the vine. 


Then our lottery attend, all who love friſk and fun, 
You are ſure of a prize, for no more than a crown: 
Apollo and Bacchus here jointly agree 

To take off the hip, and renew you with glee. 


Let the vot'ry of Plutus, who values his pelf, 

To be happy for once—ſteal a crown from himſelf ; 

Ye ſons of the turf, leave your tricking and lies, 

The whole courſe is a blank—here you're ſure of a 
Prize. 3 


Ye lovers, ye fops, or whoever may pleaſe, 
Leave your ſighing and care, here you'll quickly 
find eaſe; _ | | 


Old and young, great and little, attend to my call, 
This ev'ning we draw, Sir, at—Comus's-hall, _ 


S O N G. 
THE CHAMBERMAID. 
OT far from town, a country ſquire, 
An open-hearted blade, 1 
Had long confeſs'd a ſtrong deſire 
To kiſs the chamber-maid, 
To kiſs the chamber- waid: 
One ſummer's noon, quite full of glee, 
He led her to the ſhade, - - 
And all beneath the mulb'ry-ttee, 
Nile kiſs'd the chamber-maid, 
He kiſs'd the chamber-maid. 


- 


ND r dee — 
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The parſon's ſpouſe, from window high,” 
The am'rous pair ſurvey'd, | +, 

And ſoftly wiſh'd, none can deny, 
She'd been the chamber-inaid ; Il 

When all was o'er, poor Betty wy 'd, 
Kind Sir, I'm much afraid, 

That woman there will tell your bride, 
You've kiſs'd her chamber. maid. 


The Anire conceiv'd a lucky thought, 
That ſhe might not upbraid, _ 

And inftantly the lady brought, 
Where he had kiſs'd her maid; 


Then all beneath the mulb'ry- tree 


Her ladyſhip was laid 


And three times ſweetly kiſs'd was me, 


Juſt like her een 


” Won morning came the parſon' s wife, 


& 1 


For ſcandal was her trade, 
T ſaw your ſquire, ma'am, on my life, 
Great with your chamber-maid. | 
When, cry'd the lady, where and how? 
Pl ſoon diſcharge the jade: 
Beneath the mulb'ry-tree, I vow, 
He kus'd your chamber-maid. 


This falſhood, cry'd her ladyſhip, 
Shall not my Goule degrade, | 
Twas I chanc'd there to make a lip, 
And not my chamber-maid : 
Both parties parted in a pet, 
Not truſting what was ſaid, 
And Betty keeps her ſervice yet, 
The pretty an 
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dr till tob 
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t now th 
Be light 
nd hencef 
Who firſt 
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For aC burch-warden's or Pariſh Feaſ?, 
Tube bey Chace. 


OME let us all, with one accord, 
Eat, drink, ſmoke, laugh, and ſing ; 
Fa, let us make our. hearts right glad, 
For 'tis a pleaſant thing. 5 
Chorus. For tis a pleaſant thing. 


time of old, when punch was not, 
Tobacco, nor ſtrong- beer, / 
ow could men pais their time away? 
How could they find good cheer ? wt 
1 8 Cho. How could, &c. 


2a, how could they in heart be glad, | _ 
And eke with tongue rejoice? 2 
2a, how could they well tune their minds | 
To make a joyful noiſe ? RY 423 
. WY (bo. To make, Ce. 


* 
* 


r till tobacco, punch, and beer, 

As well as wine, they had, 98 

Il ſurely they, whene' er they met, 

Did fit all ſober ſad, | 0 

251 120 * 3 1 Cho. Did fit, Sc. ; 
t now that we thoſe things poſſeſs, , 

Be light and glad each heart, | 


nd henceforth deem him an outcaſt 
Who firſt inclines to ſtart, 
| Cho, Who firſt, Se. 


JG. IT E Ye a, 


14 £1 
Yea, whoſoe'er he be that is 
In haſte to go away, 
E'en as a gentile him we'll treat, 
For ever and for aye. 


who was 
hen he hac 
concubin 
\]Ps nou 
Cho, F or ever, . ſputter' 
d Socrates 
wiſdom to 
hen told it 
now I'm a 


Therefore take heed, all ye who've heard 
The words which are juſt paſt : 
And now it reſteth for to ſay, 
1 hus endeth ſtave the laſt. 
Cbo. Thus endeth ſtave the laſt, 


ie traders, 
0 throu gt 
en in the 
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T ane. antararara - wk all. 


INCE folly ſtill keeps upit's force, tir awd near, 
A few fooliſh lines on the ſubje& pray hear ; 


A ſubje& extenſive, for, ſearch the globe round, pelt, 

- You'll find not a ſpot but where fools do Lene! b 
Sing tantararara fools all, fools. all, 1 8501 e 
Sing tantararara fools all. 133 3 
, jected by x 

Dame Eve was firſt fool'd by old Nick, 1 then 

madam 

A ſool made, you know, of our forefather, Adam; I a 
Hence, both being fools, no flute 3 it can need, 10; . 
To pfove that from fools enly fools could proceed, l doe; 
Sing tantararara, Se. Tall er 


He 


. LY 
who was call'd wiſe, whom queen Bathſheba bore | 1 
hen he had men, women, and things, ſtudy'd o'er, 
concubines fool'd more than well can be utter' d. 
All's nought but meer vanity,” then the fool 
ſputter'd. | Sing tantararara, Wc, 


d Socrates, who was declar'd, by Apollo, 

wiſdom to beat all his countrymen hallow, 

hen told it, the hen-peck'd old ſage did reply, — 
now ['m a fool, there my wiſdom does lie. 
Sing tantararara, Wc» 


ie traders, that fools of their cuſtomers make, 

ho through their fair words bad commodities take, 

en in the Gazette with a whereas” diſplay'd, 

turn, find that fools of themſelves they have made 
Cn Sing tantararara, Oc. 


e methodiſt, with his lank hair, and pinch'd 
jaws, | ES 
kes fools of the mob which about him he draws, 
o cry, for our ſakes how he wears out himſelf, : 
| too late they find how they're drain'd of their 
„5 Sing tantararara, ©, 


1 e coquettiſh jilt, with her fine airs and graces, 

Ah kes fools oi her danglers to all the gay places, 

t, when wrinkles come, on a ſhelf the fool's laid, 

jected by more fools than thoſe whom ſhe made. 
5 Sing tantararara, Oc. 

is precept's aſſented to by ev'ry voice. 

4. oe'er is diſpog*d to make wiſdom his choice, 

5 ſt firſt ſee his folly, —from which you'll agree 

all of us folly inherent muſt be. 
| | Sing tantararara, Sc. 

E 2 And 
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And now, to fhew how complaiſant J can be, 
] thank you for liſt'ning thus kindly to me, 
Tho' ſome would fools deem you for liſ'ning 0 
: © 7" n, | 
To hcar a fool ſing ſuch a dull fooliſh ſong. 
Sing tantararara fools all, fools all 
Sing tantararara a fools all. 


. . 
GUESS THE REST. 


Tune Country Laffes. 


Ex others with indecent ſongs, 
To pleaſe ſome folks make trial, 
This company, I'm pretty ſure, 
To ſuch would give denaal ; 
Therefore, to ſhun what ſome may think 
-_ [ot fit to be expreſs'd, 
I'll op, e'er I each ſtanza end, 
And let you gueſs the reſt 


As Hodge one day a maying went 
With Dolly of the Green, s 
Mongſt other things, he ſaid to her, 

When you was Ma;-day queen; 
Odzooks, you ſo delighted me 
Thet tain I'would requeſt 
Free leave with you to toy and kiſs, 
And—you can guels the reſt, 


ll, 


or 


7 
Lord, Hodge, ſaid Doll, I knixvs as H, 
You men are falſe and fickle, 

And makes your brags that, with love tales, 
Our eaſy hearts you tickle. — 

Give me your hand, ſaid Hodge, and now, 
To prove I's not in jeſt, | 

Ef you'll conſent, I'll buy the riny, — 
And you can guels the reſt. 


You naws full-well that feyther left 
Me ſhcep and cows a many, 

With ploughs, and teams, and money, too, 
Againſt a day that's rainy. 

On this, ſaid Doll, my dame's conſent 
To gain do but your beſt, 


mM then, —but I need ſay no more, 


For you can dae the reſt. 


Than. both away to 4 did TY 
And thus young Hodge beſought her, — 
P's come to aſk for your conſent 
To let me have your daughter. — 
But dame, in tartiſh mood, reply'd, 
To ſay no more you'd beſt; 
And now, my mind being par ry known, 
You both may gueſs the reſt, . - -- 


Come, come, ſaid Hodge, you muſt conſent, 
Becauſe we loves each other. — 

Ay! ay! ſaid dame; but what ſays Doll ? 
Oh that we do, dear mother. 

Dame then reply'd, ſince things are ſo, 
To part you 'twere a jeſt, 

So now we'll fix the weddigg-day,— 
And you may gueſs the relt. 


F. 3 The 
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The wedding was ſoon after kept, 
With feaſtipg, mirth, and dancing, 
And dame herſelf, though old and lame, 
Among them would be prancing. 
At 7 the mirth and feaſting o'er, 
The couple being undreſt'd, 
They bedded were, the ſtocking thrown, 
But prithee gueſs the reſt. 


1, THE-$908d%; i; <:; 5 


C OME women take delight in dreſs, 
And fome in cards take pleaſure, 
WM Whilſt others place their happineſs 
In heaping hoards of treaſure z 
In private ſome delight to kiſs, 
Their hidden charms unfolding; 
But all miſtake their ſov'reign bl, 
There's no ſuch joy as ſcolding. 
The inſtant that T ope my eyes, 
Adieu all day to ſilencec, 
Before my neighbours they can riſe, 
They hear my tongue a mile hence; 
When at the board I take my ſeat, 
. *Tis one continued riot, _ 
eat and ſcold, and ſcold and eat, 
My clack is never quiet. 
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Too fat, too lean, too hot, too cold, 
Jever am complaining; 
Too raw, too roaſt, too young, too old, 
Each gueſt at table paining; 
Let it be fowl, or fleſh, or fiſh, 
Though of my own providing, 
I ſtill find fault with every difh, 
Still every ſervant chiding. 


But when to bed I go at night, 
I ſurely fall a weeping, 
For then I loſe my great delight, 
Hoy can I ſcold when ſleeping ? 
But this my pain doth mitigate, 
And ſoon diſperſes ſorrow, 
Altho? to-night it be too late, 
Pl pay it off to-morrow. : 


TO 0 


THE WHEELBARROW, ' * 
A Cantata. 


S Porter Will along St. Paul's did move, 
Depreſt by weighty load, but more by love, 
By e. the fair Ceriſfa there he found, | 

Crying her fine heart cherries, round and found ; 
Will, joyous, inſtant pitch'd, then ſtrait careſs'd her, 
And leaning o'er her barrow, thus addreſs'd her : 


Thy lips are cherries, ſweeter far, 
Than thoſe which in the barrow are, 
With ſuch a ſtore of charms, 'tis well 
You may have ſtolen hearts to ſell, 
With ſuch a ſtore, &c, 


1380 J 


My dear Ceriſſa too you know. 
You ſtole it from me long ago; 
And now I ftop to aſk of thee, 
To give it back, or marry me, 
To give it back, Oc. 


Ceriſſa, archly leering as he poke, 

While all the cherries bluſh'd upon her cheek, 

The melloweſt fruit, unnotic'd, cull'd apace, 

And ſent, like thunder, at his 46 efül face; 

Then graip'd her barrow, trundled ſoft along, 
And looking. round at Will, triumphant ſung: 


Shall I poſi: of all theſe charms, ' 
Sleep nightly in a porter's arms ; 
Ambitious foul, deteſt ſuch ſcum, 

And ſigh for conqueſts yet to come. 

„ Pair youths my ſov'reign pow'r ſhall feel, 
| Ten thouſand hearts I'll daily ſteal ; 


And beautious nymphs ſhall envious ſee 
Crown'd heads and dukes ſubmit to me, 
| Submit to me, ſubmit to me, 

Crown'd heads and dukes ſubmit to me. 


* IF A 
THE DUST CART, 
N 
A Cantata. 


S tink'riog) Tom thro? the ſtreets his trade did 
cry, 
He law his lovely sylvia paſting by, 


In 


did 


In 
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In duſt cart high-advanc'd, the nymph was plac'd, 
With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt : 
Tom, with uplifted hands, th' occaſion bleſs'd, 
And thus, in ſoothing ſtrains, the maids addreſs'd ; 


.O Sylvia! while you drive your cart 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 
You take up duſt, and ſteal our hearts: 
That mine is gone, alas! 'tis true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwell: among the duſt with you: 

Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain, 
Give me my heart you ſtole again; 
Give me my heart, out of your cart, 
Give me my heart you ſtole again. 


Sylvia, advanc'd above therabblerout, _. 
Exulting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 

She heav'd her (welling. breaft/ as black as floe, 
And look'd diſdain on little folks below: 

To Tom ſhe nodded as the cart drew on, | 
And then, reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, ſtop, John, 


Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 

Be by a paltry croud oppreſt ? 

Ambition now my ſoul does fire, | 

The youths ſhall languiſh and admire ; 

And ev'ry girl with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride, long to ride, 

Long to ride, in my duſt cart: 

And ev'ry girl with anxious heart, 

Shall long to ride in my duſt cart, 

Shall long to ride in my duſt cart. 
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S on crivket low, by ges le, ſat Joh, 
' To turn the ſpit, and baſte the meat thereon, 
dit emiffion did his face o'erflow, 
DProping at chin as houſe with thawing fads 8 
Cumber'd with love of Doll, who fat hard by, 
His flame emerg'd, which long in embryo laid, 
Neglots the ſpit, and thus acdreſs'd the maid : 


Inſerlor ſweets the bees exhale 
From fertile lawn or flow'ry dale, 
To thy unequal charms, *' 
To thy unequal charins; 
Thy luſcious lips and cheeks diſcloſe 
» bloomingp ink, and 1 roſe ; 1 
Ot fold me mn by arms? MR: ng 
1 3 * a me in thyarims? | 
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| Farth cannot our | pleaſures divide, 


| 4 3 | When John i 18. A4 bridegroom, and Doll 3 IS "his 3 o 


Whatever's thy humour, I'Il never ſay nay, 
Our nights ſpend in pleaſure, nor diſcord 3 day, 
Our nights ſpend i in yongars,! ce 8 1 


Dol with dienen rage aſſaults te fwain, 
us'd her paſſion, like: the rapid main; 
At length, impetuous to the ſcull'ry flies, 
The ladle wWields and thus exulting cries ; 
"4H ſumptuous-fog},: no longer ſing elate, 
Yor: with ſuch muſic woo me for thy mate; 


* 7 — | 
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Were men as ſearce as diamonds are, but ſeldom to 
be found, 
The maden ſtate I'd al bear, ere to ſuch lent 
| be bound ; 

Hall I, whom footmen often woo, ſtoop to a clumſy 
wretch like you? 
Shall I, whom footmen often woo, Se. 


John ſtood aghaſt, his head defpondent hung, 
While fear confin'd the efforts of his tongue; 
But ſoon as reaſon had reſum'd her reign, 

He took his ſeat; and turn'd the ſpit again; 
Relolv'd no more the maiden to invoke, 
With namic Accent thus his mind he broke: 2 


The kids that crop the . uo, 
; The farks that climb the ſky, _ 
The bleating lamb, the dapple frag. 
An not more blythe than I. N 


16 
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Hencefdrth content ſhall crown my 1 S 


Re eleas'd from ev'ry nuptial vow; 


Henceforth content ſhall crown my brow, 7 


Releas'd from ev 'ry eren y VOW,. 
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"THE TAYLOR AND SEMPSTRESS, 


| Simile Simili gaudet. 0 
Taylor ore: was, and he liv'd in a garret, 


Ideen 1 days taſted champaigne or 


dlaret; 
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WD: I 
bar high ſoups, or ragouts, he never was fed, 

But OY believe me, was =_ daily bread. 

| 9 Derry down, &c. 


_ 
— 


— 


His work he purſu'd without any repining, 

When bleſs'd with a Pint of three-threads for his 
lining; 

Till Cupid, whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 

With a are 5 bodkin deftroy'd his quietus. 


Derr down, &c. 


No longer a birth. 1b affords any pleaſure, 
His patterns lie ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure ; 
His &:1]s he contrives not with ztems to ſwell; 
Sill, twiſt, tape, and bue kram, he damns them to 
| „„ Nur down, &c. 


_ Cupid, pitying bs caſe, at length flew to his aid, 
And help'd him to fre-draxw the hole he had made; 
He bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 

Who e/er fniſh'd without firſt beginning a /u#t ? 
Derry aun, &c. 


5 He viſits the Seraphiris with aukward addreſs, 
Proteſts on her kindneſs hung his happineſs ; 
But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at his ſpeeches and wheedle, 
For ſhe, lack a day, was as ſharp as a needle. 
Derry down, &c. 


* 


He told her on hon” 1 terms he was come, 

And begg'd he might ſoon be inform'd of his doom; 
Unleſs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 

The Foes fears wound, l. ben cut off his remnant of 
10 lle. | 5 Deny down, &c. 
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Do you think, cry'd the Sempſtreſs, I't! take for a a 
ſpouſe 

One whom no one efteems three ſtips ef a 2 2 

Advance in your favour whatever you can, 

A taylor is but the ninth. part of a man. 

. Derry down, &c. 


The taylor proceeded with lying, entreating, 
And making ſuch perks which ſcarce bear re- 
peating 
A woman unmarry'd was uſeleſs, he ſaid ; 
Was Jun like a needle without any thread. 
Derry down, Kc. 


When the prieſt ſhould have tack'd them together 
he cry'd, 
For her palate, when, dainty, he'd nicely provide; 
Tho? to turkies and capons he could not afpire, 
She might always be ſure of a gooſe at the fire. 
Derry down, &c. 


As ſhe work'd he commended her fingers ſo nimble, 


And fwore that her eyes were more bright thay her 


thimble ;; 
Tho? ſmall was his wit, he ſo aQted his part, 
That (I know not how Was) he cabbag'd her heart, 
Derry down, &C, 


Away hand in hand to the chapel they went, 
Nor appear'd in her viſage the leaſt diſcontent ; 


None but death could the conjugal knot have un- 


ty'd : 
For ereſe-legg'd together they ſat till they dy'd. 
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THE ORANGE WwERCH, 


Tune, 2 cheer my honeſt meſſmates: 


S learing black- ey "a playhouſe Sal, 
A plump and forward wench, 
With basket hanging on herarm, 
Was tripping o'er each bench: 
In notes ſo ſhrill her trade the cry'd, 
To tempt the beaux and belles; 
«& Will you have ſome oranges, or chips, 
* Or elſe ſome nonpareils.” 
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Voung Buck obſerv'd the ſqualling nymph, 
| Your as ſhe ſcudded by, , K 5 F 
He feiz'd her foot, and orais'd, it much, 

But ſlipp'd his hand too high; 
The girl to freedoms ſuch as theſe 
lad been accuſtom'd long, 

= i So Jet him go where'er he pleas'd, 
Nor thought him in the wrong, 


1 
. 3 * own by his fide her ſeat ſhe took, 
In hopes her fruit to ſell; 
_ 2, And practis'd all her female arts; 
She knew her bus'neſs well. 
And while one hand at liberty 
Her hidden charms enjoy'd, 
In rummaging the basket thro? 
Ihe other was employ d. * 


lle choſe an orange from the reſt, 
« 'My dear, what is the price ?” 
„ *Tis fixpence, fir ; for one ſo fine 
Y = — 66 That hardly will ſulice, 
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«© J carry no commodities 
«© But what are fit for uſe; 

« Then have it, fir, and take my word 
“ You'll find it full of juice.“ 


. 


THE  PILGRIM. 
From the original Italian. 


N penance for paſt folly, _ 
A pilgrim blythe and jolly, 
Sworn foe to melancholy, 
Set out ſtrange lands to ſee 
With cockle ſhells on hat brim, 
Staff, beads, and ſcrip, in that trim, 
Befitting of a pilgrim, 
Begging for charity. 
With unſhod feet he traces 
His way thro? wilds and chaces, 
And ſundry diſmal places, 
In hopes ſome roof to ſee; 
But when that he could ind 
No houſe nor hut to go to, 
Was ever pilgrim put ſo 
To it for Charity. 
But now, when moſt dejected, 
Kind heaven, when leaſt expected 
A matden's ſteps directed, 
Whence come you, fir, ſays ſhe, - 
Full many a weery ſtep, ſweet, _ 
And all with theſe poor bare feet, 
O could I by your help, meet 
Lodging for charity. 
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With courteous voice and accent, 
Says ſhe, I fee. your quite ſpent, 
Vet what I ſay is well meant, 
Pray lodge to- night with me. 
This favour is exceſſive; 
No ſpeeches, ſir, while I live, 
If I have aught I can give, 
Tis given in charity, 


+ 
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And many a tender greeting, 
So kind a heart had he,, | 
Kind ür, ſays ſhe, you're tir'd, _ 


Tis time you were retir'd. 
Nor beds nor rooms are hir'd. 


But let in charity. 


My tenement is brittle, 
And is, I fear too little, 
It fits me to a tittle, - 

So in at once went he, 
Through many a town and city 
Pve been, and O! the pity, 
Ne'er met a room fo pretty, 

Nor ſo much charity. . 


Nine days he paſt in clover, 

So well he play'd the lover; 

She thought it too ſoon over, 
And will you go? ſaid ſhe, 

But, gentle pilgrim, ſhould you 

Return, you know I would do. 

As much as woman could do, 
To ſhew my charity. 
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THE GENERAL TOAST. 


T OW Europe enjoys a repoſe from her wars, 


| ſcars, ZE | 
Lads, liſt under Lowe, and your lefſons I'll teach, 
To the breaſt-work advance, and. then batter in 
breach, | 


* . 


\'\ Sing tantararara, toaſt all. 


> ? 

Tis Venus commands, for engagement prepare, 
In Cupid's campaign our foes are all fair; 
As fair let us fight, and make proper ſeizure ; 


Here's ſucceſs to our enſign,zhe Standard of Pleaſurt. 


Come, my lads, to your lips the - brimming glaſs 


lift, | © 

May we never want courage when put to a ht, 
And that we may never of happineſs miſs, 

May we kiſs awhere we pleaſe} and pleaſe where we 


The wiſh of the ſportſman ſhall next be recounted, 


Like him, each fair lady loves well to be mounted; 


The lover in his toaſt, has likewiſe a ſhare, + 
For he, huntſman like, is for ſeizing the hare. 


I Ye ſportſmen, whoſe ſtomachs for feedin gare fit, 


Call the cook here, I'II give you four hams on one 


N 21 


And fair-fac'd commanders ſleep fearleſs of 
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BY And leſt you ſhould think yourſelves not fully fitted, 

Here's the meat that beſt baſtes it/e!f, when tis 20 
ſpitted. 


Come, my lads, once again let your glaſſes be 
ſeiz'd, 
Here's the eye that weeps moſt, when! tis beſt and moft 
pleas'd ; 
And ſtill to go on with the favourite. theme, 
Here's to dying virginity, unction extreme, 


May our miſtreſſes always be pleas d to receive, Py 
Aud carefully ſave what we bountiful give, | 
Ang (when keeping time) to depart we are ready, 
May aur dying be happy, revival be ſpeedy ! 


One health more, my brave boys, with your Faves 
FE: . I muſt; teach, 
. 2 view let's have pleaſure, but ne er out of 8 
ere's the neſt in the buſh, and the buſh's be/? friend, 


The bird aube his life.in that neſt loves to gend. 


| I Let” t's now toaſt ſome females ; the fict my mule 
= greets, | 

V the Rookbinder's wide, that ot flitches in ſheets. 
Next, the brown female reaper, who Light keeps "ue 


hand in, 
8 0 well Joes Ar work rot e ave erbe, 
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Here 8 Py miller s wiſer miſe, worth aft other 
tones, ä 


W. "= the Naice i 7s ſet o en, and firong grind hs _ 
, Call the maker of *. his wife's worth a bottle, 


"She'll ferip the Ts down a Jet ſafe * * awattle, 
To 


> 


Whoſe f 


LP 
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The Hence of life from 


To the /a/5 who's lamb-like, be a bumper replete, *; 


Who ftill wags her tail, as ſhe taſtes of the teat, | 


Here's the coal-hole of Cupid, may ev'ry buck win it!! 
And to all, egual joy in the critical minute. oY 


Here's the niceſt hou/e-maid, who ſtill on her guard, 
To kee) the ſtones clean, and well ſroxver the yard ; 
And her architect ſiſter, the joy of the people, 


Who the ſtones can replace, tho' ſhe pull duaun the ſteeple. 


The young female chymſt by natural heat, 
uch quarters can get, 

But, of all the fair females, the girl I moſt prize, 

Is the ſkilful fur'd female, 2% judge of a- ſize. 


Now a truce with our toaſts; no one more I'll name, 


Since we've enter'd the liſts to protect love . black 


ame. | 1 
Here's the centry, who keeps at the cockpit command; 
And nated at midnight, uncover'd with fand. 


Remember, lads, life is but a ſummer's ſhort day, 

So while our youth ſhines, let us.joyous make hay: 

Joy is all that we live for, let's equally ſhare it-;_ 
ere's the harveſt of life, love, wit, and good claret. 
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THE TWIT CHER. 


A Pamſel I'm told S 


$ # 


Of a delicate mold, 
Whoſe father was dead to enrich her, 


93 


wo IF * 
r 


n 


1 wks 4 
A * a 
4 1 25 *. W. 7 » 
* 3 I, 1d ex 
1 YT We * * 
2 6 PO * 
— * 
* - 7 


„ 1 92 5] 
Of all her fine things, = 
Lace, ribbons and rings, 


Poor girl! 
5 nothing, Sc. 
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| The youths all arotind; 
With ccurtſhip profound 
Try'd every art to bewitch ber; 
But ſhe was ſo chaſte, 
She'd not be embrac'd' 
By any thing elſe but her * 
07 e 
By * thing 5 


7 
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Each offer'd his po 
In exchange for herſelf, | 
If to him the Parſon might ſtitch her ; 
But ſtill ſhe reply d. a 
She'd never be ty'd, 
To any thing elſe but her twitcher, 
1 93 2 Poor girl! 
To any 25 Se. 


. 
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3% But Cupid grown wild 
1 To ſee himſelt foil'd, 
| Refolv'd to find ways 10 bewitch her, 
And humble her pride | 
. Whatever betide, 


BE He ſcorn'd to give way to the twitcher, 


= | Poor girl!! 
1 He corn d, Se. 
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| Priz'd nothing ſo much as her twitcher, 


Briſk 
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„ Ot 362] 
Briſk Strephon the young, 
Whoſe amorous tongue 
Was baited with words to bewitch ber; z 
The god did prepare 
To combat the fair, 
And try to outrival her twitcher, 


. Poor girl ! 
And try, &c. | 


Young Strephon drew nigh her, 
And fluſh'd with deſire, 
Try'd kiſſes and oaths to bewitch her; 
He prattled and toy'd, 
But ſtill ſhe reply'd, 
Piſh ! let go the hold of my twitcher, 
You fool! 
Piſh ! let go, Cc. 


But this cupning ſpark, 
So well took his mark, 
He found out the way to o'er reach her; 
Hie gave her a trip, 
Which happened the flip 
The myſtical knot of her twitcher, 
Poor girl! 
The myſtical knot, &c, 


* 


And having thus ended 
The thing he intended, 
Who knows what he did to bewitch her ? 

She cry'd no, no, no; 

But yet J can't go, 

Now do what you will with my twitcher, 
| Dear Boy! 
Now do WAGs 6 
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„ 0 a noble Race was Shenkin, 


—_.. LL in the land of Cyaer, "IF 

—_- | At a place call'd Bramptou- Brian, . | 
Such a trick was play'd —_ 

= . ?*Twixta man and a maid, | 

Co As all the ſane cry d fie on. 


= Twas gentle Jobe and Suſan, ER 
—_ ' _ Wefeattheirrecreation, ' Kenn FT 
N ick all moſt grant. 

If not in a ſaint. | BEDS, 
| 1 we 8 fornication. 8 "or 
| "Po evening, noon, and: morning, - 

Briſk Jobn was at her crupper, | —_ 7 

Ae got in her geers ER Po 

Five times before prayers, 5 

wa fix times after Tupper: TO TOTES * 


John was | both brite and airy, | 
And Suſan lov'd fruition ; -- "A 
Which brought the poor youth | 8 
To tell you the truth, _ = 

F all off to repetition. 1 TI 


| Job being well N 2 
In fine die ſo ſolace her, ba, 
That Suſan's waſte, 
So looſely 140d, Spe 

. Shew'd "go of a babe of grave; ſis; —_ 
PLD AO3 But 
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ut whe "the knight percei 
That S#/a# had been find 
And that this laſs, s, 
For want of G rage 
Lov'd {porting : more than Pint ute”. 
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To pigs bis houſe from ſcandal; "Ty 
Ithy fornication, . „ 
Af And of ſuch crimes, . 
JP the eim? 
3 His utter deteſtation. — 7 
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| * On or. ney) . n wicked, 


©: Mei wy: "re APY PALL 
And eke ther bree legs a cricket. 
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. . had each thing de”. 
7 Been burnt in Pe ndBejen | 
RE Ie We all mut gran 7 oY 

” „ Knight would want 2 8.1 Per 
Himſelf a bed to lie en. 
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o a noble Race was Shenkin. 


LL in the land of Cyder, | 
At a place call'd Brampton- Brian, 
Such a trick was play*d 
"Twixta man and a maid, 
| As all the ne wy 'd fie on. 


7 gentle Jobs and Suſan, 
Were at their recreation, | 
Which all muſt grant, 5 

If not in a ſaint, 
Was ES fornication, 


4 ic 
* Both, evening, noon,and morning, 
Brin Jobn was at her crupper, 7 
He got in her geers 
| Five times before prayers, 
And fix times after ſupper. . 5 Fey, 


John was both briſk and airy, 
And Suſan lov'd fruition ; | 
Which brought the poor youth 
To tell you the truth, 

F all oft to repetition. 


John being well provided, 
In fine did ſo ſolace her, 
That Suſan's waſte, 
So looſely 14d, 
Shew'd gn © of a babe of grace, ſir, 
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Bot when the knight pace 5 e 
That Sean had been an, oe. 
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And that this laſs, + 1 9 . 
For want of Gra, RN 
Lov'd i} n more than ae e 
e 
1 purge bis Hauſe from ſcandal, "2 ; 
£ Of filthy fornication, - * 8 
And of ſuch crimes, Wh. = 
| To ſhew the times NS 
His utter deteſtation. f 


8 Took bed, 04 rug, and bbliter, 
"Wh blankets, gan —  pillowr, | 
1 | And To hnny? $ frock, FE 
And Sſas s ſmocks.; E 1 155 
And burnt them in the kill-houſe. * 


„ 
Wicke ev'ry vile utenſil... . | 
N wa On which they had been wicked, 
* As chairs, and ſtools, 
| To Old trunks, cloſe: ſtools,. 
And Ks the inne cricket. 
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8 Bu ut 85 Ek thing defil'd,_ 

heeen burnt in Branplon: Brian, 
We all muſt grant 
The Knight would want 

Himſelf a bed to lie on. 
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